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LIFE OF SHENSTONE. 



WlLUAM SHENSTONE, the son of Thomas 
Shenstone, of the Leasowies, in Hales Owen, a por- 
tion of Shropshire, though perhaps thirty imlea 
distant, was born in November, 1714. Being early- 
taught to read by an old lady, whom he h^ cele- 
brated in the SckoolmstreM, he soon concaved 
such a ta8t6 for study, that he expected anew book 
every time that any of the fiunily went to market; 
and, as he was accustomed to cai^ each new ac«i 
quisition to bed with him, whenever it happened, 
utat the book was forgotten, his mother, it is said, 
would wrap up a small piece of board to quiet him 
for the night. Increase of years did not abate his 
zeal ; and he was sent first t6 a grammar school in 
Rales Owen, and afterwards to a Mr. Crumpton, d 
Sholihuc. 

When he lost his mother, is not told; but, being 
deprived of his father at ten, and of his grandfather 
two years after, the care of his brother and himself 
devolved upon his grandmother. She managed the 
estate, until about 1732; when it passed, by her 
death, into the hands of the Rev. Mr. Dolman, of 
Brome, in Staffordshire, who appears to have been 
truly in hco parentis It was in the same year, 
that our author was removed to Pembroke Col- 
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leg«, in Oxford ; where, though he took no degree 
lie kept his nftme in the book for ten yearn. At the 
end of the first four, he assumed the gown of a 
civilian; but his occupation was poetiy, and not 
law; and, in 1737, he published an anonymous 
MUceUany of verse, 

Shenstone did not write from necessity; and, 
having the means, he soon found the disposition, to 
acquamt himself with the world, by flying, with the 
other birds of passage, to London, or Bath, or any 
other place of fashionable resort. But a man, once 
a poet, is always a p6et. Erasmus says, that one 
habit supercedes another as one nail is driven out 
by another ; but we have never known any thing, 
"which could drive out a habit of writing verges. 
Shenstone published the Judgment of fferctUes, in 
1741 ; and the iSchMlmetreasy in the following year. 

His career of amusement was cut short, by the 
death of Mr. Dolman, in 1745; and, though he 
strove, for some time, to elude the monotonous 
duties of superintending his own estate, the im- 
practicabiUty of any other arrangement at last com- 
peUed him to submit. We do not suppose, with 
Dr. Johnson, that his * delight in rural pleasures' 
was now, for the first time, * excited.' . He appears 
to have had an innate fondness for perpetual change 
of life and scenery ; and it was, as we suppose, to 
fnJdfy this propensity, that he * wandered about,' 
m the lang^uage of Johnson, from one part of the 
country to another. Under the necessity of manag- 
ing his own estate, he could no longer travel abroad 
to find this delight ; and we may conclude, that he 
intended, in some measure, to supply it at'home. 

But, whatever may have been his motives, no 
person will deny Shenstojie the merit of superiori^ 
among those, who have undertaken to beauti^ 
nature, by levelling the protuberances of her sur- 
face, altering the dispontion of her woods, and 
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shifting the current of her streams. His whole 
care now was to improve his grounds. To the de- 
light of his eye the gratification of all his other 
senses was sacrificed ; and» though his house might 
admit the wind and the rain, for the want of re- 
pairsi he felt no inconvenience, if he had gained » 
new prospect, or achieved a new turn. There is a 
gravity in the thought and style of Johnson, which 
is ill suited to the treatment of such subjects; and 
the reader can hardly forbear some merriment, 
when he solemnly institutes the following question : 
'whether/ says he, * to plant a walk in undulating 
curves, and to place a bench at every turn where 
there is an object to catch the view ; to make the 
water run where it will be heard, and to stagpaate 
where it will be seen ; to leave intervals where the 
eye will be pleased, and to thicken the plantation 
where there is something to be hidden ; demands 
any great powers of mind, I will not enquire : per- 
haps a sullen and surlv speculator may think such 
performances rather the sport than the business of 
human reason.' A speculator still more surlv 
mif ht ask, what has human reason to do at al( 
wim planting walks, or placing benches ? Who- 
ever heard of a logical prospect, or a syllogism of 
trees? 

Not satisfied vnth fixing a standard of moral ex- 
cellence for the employment of Shenstone, Dr. 
Johnson extends his surly speculation to his neigh- 
bour, Mr. Lyttleton ; * whose* empire, spacious and 
opulent,' he says, * looked with disdain on the pett^ 
state that appeared behind it. For a while, the in- 
habitants of Hagley affected to tell their acquaint- 
ance of the little fellow that was trying to make 
lumself admired; but, when by degrees the JLea- 
sowes forced themselves into notice, they took care 
to defeat the curionty which they could not sup- 
press, by conducting their visitants perversely to 
inconvenient points of view, and introducing them 
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ftt the wrong end of a walk to deteot a deception ; 
injtiries of which Shenstone would heavily com- 
plain. Where there is emulation, there will be 
vanity ; and where there is vanity there will be 
foUy.' 

It may be truly said of Johnson himself, that, in 
estimating human actions, he perversely leads us to 
the unfavourable points of view, and conducts us 
into the wrong end of the walk. When he has 
found a bad motive, he takes it for granted, that 
there can be no other ; or, if he finds different 
inotives, he always chooses the worst. We can 
hardly suppose Shenstone to have been on terms 
of friendship, with a person, who thus ruined his 

g respects. Yet Johnson himself tells us, that 
e supported Mr. Lyttleton's election 'with 
great warmth' in 1741 : he wrote verses to him in 
1748 ; and two respectable writers, Mr. Potter and 
Mr. Graves, not oiOy represent him as the friend 
of the family,-^ut expressly contradict this tale of 
inroads upon his * petty estate.' The truth is, 
according to Mr. Graves, the family of Lyttle- 
tons, receiving much company, and liaving a good 
deal of leisure, found frequei^ occasion to wander 
in the grounds of their neighbour; and, being loth 
to call lum from other pursmts, at every visit, they 
undertook to be their own conductors, and proba- 
bly entered the walks at the wrong end, more from 
ignorance than malice. 

But Dr. j4>hn8on has made imother observation 
concerning Shenstone, in the disproof of which the 
fimd admirers of the latter have not been so sucess- 
Ibl. Being careless of every thing but his grounds^ 
< his expenses, in time', says Johnson, ' brought cla- 
Mours about 1dm, that overpowered the lamb's bleat 
and the linnet's song ; and his groves were haunted 
by beings very difierent from fawns and fairies.' 
Itr. Graves is anxious to refute an imputation so in- 
junouft to the memoiy of his friend ; am he telb us, 



therefore, that ' Mr. Shemtone was too mueh re* 
spected* to be treated with radeness, and ' had too 
much spirit' not to keep * a few hundreds in antici- 
pation.' But a sheriff's officer is not apt to treat 
any man with much respect; and men. of more 
spirit thsui Shenstone have brought themselves into 
contact with a sherifPs officer.' No mode of refuta- 
tion is so cheap as that of pronouncing a man too 
good, or too wise, to incur evil, or (commit a fauH* 
It begs every thing in dispute^ for the very ques- 
tion is, whether be was too gpood, or too wise. - 

Shenstone died of a putrid fever, on the 11th of 
February, 1763; and was buried in the church- 
yard of Hales Owen. 

He is said to have been a man above the middle 
stature ; somewhat clum^ in his appearance ; care- 
less in his dress, as of every thing else but his 
g^unds and his hair ; which latter he adjusted in a 
particular manner, in defiance of fashion ; — ^kind to 
his domestics, and generous to strangers ; slow to 
take offence, and slow to forgive it. He was never 
married ; and, ^oug^ his Elegy on Jesse was sup- 
posed by the world to celebrate a guilty adventure 
of his own, it is said, by his Mends, to have been a 
version of Miss Godfrey^i tale in the Pamela of 
Richardson. Gray tells us, that he lived in retire- 
ment against his will; was always wishing for 
money, and fame, and other dUstinctions; never en- 
joyed his estate, exc^t when people came to see 
and commend it ; and held a correspondence with 
two or three neighbouring clergymen, in which he 
talks of nothing but his place and his poetry. 

He seems, indeed, to have cultivated botii with 
equal fondness and assiduity ; and the products of 
his labour, in the two departments, were anaJagous to 
to each other. His grounds were encumbered with 
nothing solid ; and 1^ never tasked his mind for 
the graver species of poetry. He has written, in- 
dee4 whst he cilhi Motal Piecees but they are oat 
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all distinguished by the sobriety, which such a title 
imports ; and the greaAer part of his poems con- 
sists of Levities, Ballads, Odes, and Elegies. In all 
these styles, however, he has shown himself a per- 
fect master of composition. His thoughts are such 
as could only occur to a refined understanding ; his 
language is always apt, and always ready ; and his 
verse gUdes with the smooth uniformity of a 
stream, that meets with no obstructions, and makes 
no sudden turns. We suspect, there is not a poet 
in the language, who has written so few lines, that 
offend the ear by an ill choice of words, or leave 
it unsatisfied, from a defect of arrangement. <In 
leg^ndo', says Tully, ' oculus prospiciet, quid se- 
quatur ; ne extremorum veri>orum cum insequenti- 
btts prinus concursus, aut hiulcas vocis effici, aut 
asperas.'* 

•Oiator.S.44. 
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DESCRIPTIOJ^ OF TBE LBASOWES* 

BT BOBIBT SOBILXT. 

Thb lieasowes is atuate in the pariah of Hales 
Owen, a small market town in the county of Salop* 
but surrounded by other counties^ and thirty miles 
firom Shrewsbury, as it is near ten to the borders of 
Shrq)shire. Though a paternal estate, it was 
never disting^uished for any pecuMar beauties till 
the time of its late owner. It was reserved for % 
person of his ingenuity both to discover and im- 
piV>ve them, which he has done so eflTectually, that 
it is now considered as amongst the principal of 
those delightfU scenes which persons of taste, in 
the present age, are desirous to see. Far from 
violating its natural beauties, Mr. Shenstone's only 
study wafto give them their full effect; and al- 
tho!^^ the form in which things now appear, be in- 
deed the consequence of much thought andlabour* 
yet the hand of Art is no way visible either in the 
shape of ground, the disposition of trees, or (which 
are here so nmnerous and striking) the romantic 
fall of Ins cascades. 

But I will now proceed to a more particular de- 
scription. About half a mile short of Hales Owen, 
in your way from Birmingham to Bewdley, you 



* Thfa l>eiciiptioa was intended to ghre a friend lome idea of the 
Lc amw c i w hich having been «o jostly admired bjrpenoiu of the 
befttaflte,ond eelebratedbjrtfae Mnae of inch an oriifbud genint •• 
Mr. Shiemtone,icii hoped the pnbKe will not be diqiieaMd with 
thifdight attempt to perpetoatethoiebeaatiei, wMditineortha 
dilbient taite of lome fntnic poflenor may dasttoy; 
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quit the great road, and turn into a green lane on 
the left hand, where descending in a winding man- 
ner to the bottom of a deep valley finely shaded, 
the first object that occurs is a kind of ruinated 
wall, and a small gate within an arch, inscribed, 
' The Priory Gate/ Here, it seemsiy the company 
should properly beg^n their walk, but generally 
choose to g^ up with their horses or equipage to 
the bouse, from whence returning, they descend 
back into the valley. Passing through a small gate 
tft the bottom of the fine swelling lawn that sur* 
i^ounds the house, you enter up<^n a winding path, 
^th a piece of water on your right. The path 
and water, overshadowed with trees that grow 
upon the slopes of this narrow dingle, render the 
secflie at once cool, gloomy, solemn, and seques- 
tered^ and form so striking a contrast to the lively 
Mfene you have just left^ that you seem afl on a 
sodden landed in a subterraneous kind of region. 
Winding forward down the valley, you pass beside 
a- small r^t-house, where, on a tablet, are these 
loies: 

< Hoe ineool grot and OMMiy eeli, 
We runi Fay* and fairiet dwell ; 
'•- Though farel7 seen by mortal eyey 
. When the pale moon, amending Mgh, 
Dani throQght yon linet her qaiTeii^g hfeana* 
We friak it near theiearystal stveuiw. 

* Bet heann,TCfleeted ftmn tfie wave^ 
AITord the Ught our reveb erave ; 
The turf, with dairies broiderVl o^, 
Sxeeedi, we wot, t&e Parian floor ; 
V^yet ftrartihl itraint we eaU, 
Btttliiten to the water*i fhll. 

' Wookl yoa then taMe our tranqiul MOto, 
Ba Mvs fow hoiOBtt be I 
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Devoid ofliate, devoid of strife^ 
JDevoidofall that poisons life ; 
And much it *vails you in their pl*oe 
To gnft die love of human raee. 

< And cread with- awe theK fhvor'd bowers, 
Nor wound the thrubt* nor bmise the flowen ; 
So may your padi with sweets abound. 
So may yoiir conch with test be erown'd ! 
But hann betide the wayward swain 
Who dares our hallowU haunu pmlane 1* 

These sentiments correspond as well as possible 
with the ideas we form of the abode of Fairies, 
and, appearing^ deep in this romantic valley, serve 
to keep aHve such enthusiastic images while this 
sort of scene continues. 

You now pass through * The Priory Gate* before 
mentioned, and are admitted into a part of the val- 
ley somewhat different from the former ; tall trees, 
high irregular ground, and rugged scars. The 
right presents you with perhaps the most natural, 
if not the most striking, of the many cascades here 
found ; the left with a sloping grove of oaks ; and 
the centre with a pretty circular landscape appear- 
ing through the trees, of which Hales Owen steeple, 
and other objects at a distance, form an interesting 
part. The seat beneath the ruinated wall has these 
lines of Virgil inscribed, suiting well with the gene- 
ral tenor of Mr. Shenstone's late ntaation : 

* Lneis habicamn* opacis, 
Ripammque totos et piata reeentia rivis 
Ineolimus.'* 

You now proceed a few paces down the valley 

• naxATiON. 

W e dwell in diady groves. 
And seek the groves with eootingstteams refresh *d, 
And trace the verdiat banks. 

Vol, XXrV. B 
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to another bench, where you have this cascade iii 
front, which, together with the internal arch and 
other appendages, make a pretty irreg^ar picture. 
I must observe, once for all, that a number of 
these pro tempore benches (two stumps with a 
transverse board) seem chiefly intended as hints to 
spectators, lest in passing cursorily through the 
farm they might suffer any of that immense variety 
the place furnishes to escape their notice. The 
stream attending us, with its agreeable murmurs, 
as we descend along this pleasing valley, we come 
next to a small seat^ where we have a sloping 
grove upon the right, and on the left a striking 
vista to the steeple of Hales Owen, which is here 
seen in a new light. We now descend further 
down this shady and sequestered valley, accom- 
panied on the right by the same brawling rivulet 
running over pebbles, till it empties itself into a 
fine piece of water at the bottom. The path here 
win<Ung to the left conforms to the water before 
mentioned, running round the foot of a small hill, 
and accompanying this semicircular lake into ano- 
ther winding valley, somewhat more open, and not 
less pleasing than the former : however, before we 
. enter this, it will be proper to mention a seat about 
the centre of this water scene, where the ends of 
it are lost in the two vallies on eilch side, and in 
front it is invisibly connected with another piece 
of water, of about twenty acres, open to Mr. 
Shenstone, but not his property. This last was a 
performance of the monks> and part of a prodi- 
gious chain of fish ponds that belonged to Hales 
Abbey. The back ground of this scene is very 
beautiful, and exhibits a picture of village^ and va- 
ried grouad finely held up to the eye. 
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I speak (^ ftU this as already finished; but through 
some misfortune in the mound that pounds up the 
water, it is not completed. 

We now leave * The Priory' upon the left, which 
is not meant for an object here, and wind along 
into the other^Uey -. and here I cannot but take 
notice of the judgment which formed this piece of 
water; for although it be not very large, yet, as it is 
formed by the concurrence of three vallies, in 
which two of the ends are hid, and in the third it 
seems to join with the large extent of water be- 
low, it is, to all appearance, unbounded. I must 
confess I never saw a more natural bed for water, 
or any kiitd of lake that pleased me better ; but it 
may be right to mention, that this water, in its full 
extent, has a yet more important effect from Mr. 
Shenstbne's house, where it is seen to a great ad- 
vantage. We now, by a pleasing serpentine walk, 
enter a narrow glade in the valley, the slopes on 
each aide finely covered with oaks and beeches, on 
the left of which is a common bench, which aiFords 
a retiring place secluded from every eye, and a 
short respite, during which the eye reposes on a 
fine amphitheatre of wood and thicket. 

We now proceed to a seat beneath a prodigiously 
fine canopy of spreading oak, on the back of which 
is this inscription : 

< Hoc ades, O Meliboee ! caper tibi BtAnu et hcedi; 
£t u qiM ceuftre potes, requieice tub umbm*.' 

The picture bef6re it, is that of a beautiful home- 

•IMITATION. 
Hither, O MeUbceai ! bend thy way; 
Thy herds, thy goats, leeote firom harm, repose ; 
If happy leitnre serve a while to stay. 
Here rest thy Ifanbi beneath these sluidy bows. 



\ 
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scene; a small lawn of well-varied ground, encom- 
passed with hills and well-grown oaks, and embel- 
Hshed with a cast of th^ piping Faunus, amid trees 
and shrubs on a slope upon the left, and oil the 
right, and nearer the eye, with an urn thus in- 
scribed : 

• 

' Ingenio et amicitiac! 
Ovlielmi Somervile.' 

And on the opposite side 

G. s. pomit, 

DebiUi spargena lacrima faTilltm 

Vatis'aroici*.' 

The scene is inclosed on all sides by trees : in the 
middle only there is an opening, where the lawn is 
continued and winds out of sight. 

Here, entering a gate, you are led through a 
thicket of many sorts of willows, into a large root- 
house, inscribed to the Right Honourable the Eari 
of Stamford. It seems that worthy peer was pre- 
sent at the first opening of the cascade, which is 
the principal object from the root-house, where the 
eye is presented with a fairy vision, consisting of 
an irregular and romantic fall of watei^ very un- 
usual, one hundred and fifty yards in continuity ; 
and a very striking scene it affords. Other cas^ 
cades may pos^bly have the advantage of a greater 

• TRANSLATION. 

To the genius and friendihip 

of 

WnXIAM SOMERTILE. 

By W. S, 

. Sprinkling theadies of a friendly bard 

With tributar}* tears. 
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descent and a larger torrent ; but a more wild and 
romantic appearance of water, and at the same 
time strictly natura], is what I never saw in any 
place whatever. This scene, though comparatively 
small, is yet aggrandized with so much art, that we 
forget the quantity of water which flows through 
this close and overshaded valley ; and are so much 
transported with the intricacy of scene, and the 
concealed height from whence it flows, that we, 
without reflection, add the idea of magnificence to 
that of beautyr- In short, it is not but upon reflec- 
tion that we find the stream is not a Niagara, bat 
rather a water-fall in miniature ; and that the same 
artifi6e upon a larger scale, were there large trees 
instead of small ones, and a river instead of a rill« 
would be capable of forming a scene that would 
exceed the utmost of our ideas. But I will not 
dwell longer upon this inimitable scene ; those who 
would admire it properly must view it, as surely as 
those that view it must admire it beyond almost 
any thing they ever saw. 

Proceeding on the right hand path, the next seat 
affords a scene of what Mr. Shenstone used to call 
his Forest-ground, consisting of wild green slopes 
peeping through dingle, or irregular groups of 
trees, a confused mixture of savage and cultivated 
ground, held up to the eye, and forming a landscape 
fit for the pencil of Salvator Rosa. 

Winding on beside this lawn, which is over- 
arched with spreading trees^ the eye catches, at 
intervals, over an inteimediate hill, the spire of 
Hales church, forming here a perfect obelisk — ^the 
uia to Mr. Somervile, &c; and now passing 

B2 
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through a kind of thicket, we arrive at a natural 
bower of almost circular oaks, inscribed in the 
manner following : 

* TO BIT. DODSLEY. 
Come, then, my friend I thy silrm taite dttpfaiy ; 
Come, hear thy Faanui tune lui rustic hy : 
Ah ! rather eome, and in the«e dellt disown 
The care of other strains, and tune thine own.* 

On the bank above it, amid the fore-mentioned 
shrubs, is a statue of the piping Faun, which not 
only embellishes this scene, but is also seen from 
the court before the house, and from other places : 
it is surrounded by venerable oaks, and very hap- 
pily situated. From tliis bower also you look 
down upon the fore-mentioned irregular ground, 
shut up with trees on all sides, except some few 
openings to the more pleasing parts of this gro- 
tesque and hilly country. The next little bench 
affords the first, but not most striking view of * The 
Priory.' It is indeed a small building, but seen as 
it is beneath trees, and its extremity also hid by 
the same, it has in some sort the dignity and solemn 
appearanee of a larger edifice. 

Passing through a gate, we enter a small opea 
grove, where the first seat we find, affords a pic- 
turesque view, through trees, of a clump of oaks 
at a distance, overshadowing a little cottage upon 
a green hill : we thence immediately enter a per- 
fect dome or circular temple of magnificent 
beeches, in the centre of which it was intended to 
place an antique altar, or a statue of Pan. The 
path serpentizing through this open grove, leads, 
us by an eas^ ascent to a small bench with this 
motto. 
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•f Me gdidam nemni 



NyRipharumque leves eumsatyris chori 
Seeernant populo.*' Hor, 

which alludes to the retired situation of the grove. 
There is also seen, through an opening to the left, 
a pleasing landscape of a <Ustant hill, with a whited 
farm-house upon the summit; and to the right 
hand a beautiful round slope, crowned with a 
clump of large firs, with a pyramidal seat on its 
centre ; to which, after no long walk, the path con- 
ducts us. 

But we first come to another view of * The 
Priory,' more advantageous, and at a better dis- 
tance ; to which the eye is led down a green slope, 
through a scenery of tall oaks, in a most agpreeable 
manner ; the grove we have just passed on one side, 
and a hill of trees and thicket on the other, con- 
ducting the eye to a narrow opening through 
which it appears. 

We now ascend to a small bench, where the cir- 
cumjacent country begins to open : in particular, 
a glass-house appears between two large clumps of 
trees, at about the distance of four miles; the 
glass-houses in this country not ill resembling a 
distant pyramid. Ascending to the next seat, 
which is in the Gothic form, the scene grows more 
and more extended; woods and lawns, hills and 
vallies, thicket and plain, agreeably intermingled. 
On the back of this seat is the following inscrip- 
tion, which the Autiior told me that he chose to 

* EXPLANATION. 



-May Uie cool grove, 



And gay aitembled nymphs with rilvaiu ma* 
< Conceal me from the world I 



fix here, to supply what he thought some want of 
life in this part of the farm, and to keep up the 
spectator's attention till he came to scale the hil} 
beyond. 

INSCRIPTION. 

< Shepherd, wooldit thou here obtain 
Pleasure UDalloy*d with pain ; 

Joy that suit* the nual sphere } 
Gentle shepherd 1 lend an ear. 

< Leam to relish calm delight. 
Verdant vales amd foiaitBiiu brigh^ 
Trees that hod on sloping hiUs, 
Caves thatecho tinkling rills. 

< If thon eanstno cSiarm diiciose 
In the simplest bad that Mows, 
Go^forsake thy plain and fold. 
Join the crovd, and toil for gold. 

' Tranqail pleasures never cloy ; 
Banish each tamnltoous joy ; 
All bat love— for love inspires 
Ftoder viishes, warmer fires. 

' Love and all its joys be thine— 
Tet ere thou the reigns resign. 
Hear what reason seons to say^ 
Hear attentive, and obey 7— 

' Crimson leaves die rote admn, 
But beneath them furies a thorn ; 
Eair and flowery is the brake, 
Yet it hides the vengeful snake. 

* Think not she, whose empty pride 
IMures the fleecy garb deride ; 
Tlqnk not she who, light and vain, 
Sewns the dieep can love dM swain. 

* Artkis deed and rimple dress 
Mark the chosen shepherdess ; 
Thoughts by deeeney coatroU'^ 
Well cdiMif'd, md finely taU : 
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* Seme, that ahunt eMh'eonieiMu air, 
Wit, that (alls ere well aware ; 
Generoas pity, prone to sigh. 
If her Idd or lamhkin die. 



* Let not Inere, let not pride. 
Draw diee from sueh eharmf aride ; 
Have not (hose their proper ^here ? 
€(entler passioni triomph here. 

* See I to sweeten thy repose, 

The Uonoin buds, Uie fountain flows ; 
Lo ! to crown thy healthful board, 
All that milk and fhiito alToid. 

* Sedc no more— the rest is vain : 
Pleasure ending soon in pain ; 
Anguish lightly gilded o'er : 
Close tfiy wish, and seek no more.' 

And now, passing through a wicket, the path 
winds up the back part of a circular green hill, 
discovering little of the country till you enter a 
clump of stately firs upon the summit. Over- 
arched by these firs is an o'cti^onal seat, the back 
of which is so contrived as to form a table or pe^ 
destal for a bowl or goblet, thus inscribed— 
* To all friends roond the Wrekin I 

This facetious inscription, being an old Shropshire 
health, is a commemoration of his country friends, 
from which this part of Shropshire is divided : add 
to this that the Wrekin, that large and venerable 
hill, appears full in front, at the distance of about 
thirty miles. 

This scene is a very fine one, divided by the firs 
into several compartments, each answering to the 
octagonal seat in the centre ; to each of which is 
allotted a competent number of striking objects to 
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make a complete picture. A long* serpentine stream 
washes the foot of this hill> and is lost behind trees 
at one end, and a bridge thrown over at the other. 
Over this the eye' is carried from very romantic 
home-scenes to very beautiful ones at a distance. 
It is impossible to give an idea of that immense 
variety, that fine configuration of parts, which en- 
gage our attention from this place. In one of the 
compartments you have a simple scene of a cottage, 
and a road winding behind a farm-house half cover- 
ed with trees, upon the top of some wild sloping 
ground; and in another a view of the town, ap- 
pearing from hence as upon the shelving banks of 
a larg« piece of water in the fiat. Sufiice it to say, 
that the hill and vale, plain and woodland, villages 
and single houses, blue distant mountains that skirt 
the horizon, and green hills romantically jumbled, 
that form the intermediate ground, make this spot 
more than commonly striking^— nor is there to be 
seen an acre of level ground through the large ex- 
tent to which the eye is carried. 

Hence the path winds on betwixt two small 
benches, each of which exhibits a pleasing land- 
scape, which cannot escape the eye of a connois- 
seur. 

Here we wind through a small thicket, and soon 
enter a cavity in the hill, filled with trees, in the 
centre of which is a seat, from whence is discovered, 
gleaming across the trees^ a considerable length of 
the serpentine stream before mentioned, running 
imder a slight rustic bridge to the right; hence we 
ascend in a kind of Gk)thic alcove, looking down a 
slope, sided with large oaks and tall beeches,, which 
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together overarch the scene. On the back of this 
building is found the following 

. INSCRIPTION. 

* O yon that bathe in oourtljpe Uyue, 

Or toyle in F<»tune*s giddy tphearr, 
IKk net too rathlyedeeme amyne 
Of him, that bydet contented here. 

■ 

* Nor yet diadeigne the ranet itoale 

Which o^er each carelene lymbe he flyngv; 
Nor yet deryde the heedien bowie 
In irfayche he qoaffi the lympid tpvlngi. 

* Forgive htm, if at ere or dawne, 

DeToide of worldlye eark, he Mray, 
Or all baiAe 9ome flowerye Uwne 
He watte hit inafiennTe daye. 

* So may he pardonne ftand and strife, 

If sach in courtlye haunt he see ; 
For fiiultt there beene in busy life 
From whyche diese peaeeful gtennei are &ee.' 

Below this alcove is a large sloping lawn, finely 
bounded, crossed by the serpentine water before 
mentioned, and interspersed with single or clumps 
of oaks at agreeable distances. Further on the 
scene is finely varied, the hills rising and falling to-* 
wards the opposite concavities, by tiie side of a 
long winding vale, with the most graceful confusion^ 
Among other scenes that form this landscape, a 
fine hanging wood, backed and contrasted with a 
wild heath, intersected with cross roads, is a very 
considerable object. Near adjoining to this is a 
seat, from whence the water is seen to advantage 
in many different stages of its progress ; or where 
(as a poetical friend once observed) the proprietor 
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has taken the Naiad by the hand, and led her an 
irregular dance into the valley. 

Proceeding hence through a wicket, we enter 
upon another lawn^ beyond which i» a new theatre 
of wild shaggy precipices, hanging coppice ground* 
and smooth round hiUs between, being not only 
different, but dven of an opposite character, to the 
g^und from which ^e passed. Walking along the 
head of this lawn, we come to a seat under a 
spreading beech, with this 

INSCRIPTION. 

'Hoeentinvotis: modasagrinonitainapmi, 
Horiiia obi, etteeto vidnus jugii ■quae font, 
Et paulum tylTK mper hie foiet Avethu atque 
Dii Bdioi fccc i c ** ' 

In the centre of the hanging lawn before you is 
discovered the house, half hid with trees and bushes: 
a little hang^g wood, and a piece of winding wa- 
ter, issues dirough a noble clump of larg^ oaks and 
spreading beeches. At the distance of about ten 
or twelve miles. Lord Stamford's g^unds appear ; 
and beyond these the Clee hills in Shropshire. The 
scene here connsts of admirably-varied ground, and 
is, I think, a very fine one. Hence passing still along 
the top of the lawn, we cross another gate, and 
behind the fence begin to descend into the valley. 
About half way down is a small bench, which tiirows 

• IMITATION. 
Tbb wtt my widi-Hui humble spot of ground, 
A guden welt-dbpoa'd, and fenced Moond, 
A bQhMing fbnntain, to my dwelling n||^ 
With eryiiil treunret ttor'd j and nerer dry. 
The whole defended by a modest wood— 
Thkwasmywish— oywiihthegodaallowM; j 

And ef*a bqrand that wiA indalgemly bemmM. < 
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ikt tye upon a near scene of hanging woods and 
shi^gy wild decHvities, intermixed with smooth 
green slopes and scenes of cultivation. 

We now return again into the great lawn at hot- 
tom» and soon come to a seat, which gives a nearer 
view of the water before mentioned, between the 
trunks of high overshadowing oaks and beeches ; 
beyond which the wincting line of trees is continued 
down the valley to the right. To the left, at a dis- 
tance, the top of Clent hill appears, and the house 
upon a swell, amidst trees and bushes. In the 
centre, the eye is carried by a sideling view down 
a lengdi of lawn, till it rests upon the town and 
spire of Hales, with some picturesque and beauti- 
fiil gp^ound rising behind it. 

Somewhat out of the pa^i, and in the centre of a 
noble clump of stately beeches, is a seat inscribed 
to Mr. Spence, in these words : 

lOSEPHO SPEWCE, 

eiinno Bostro Critoni ; 

cai dicari yellet 

Mnnrnitt omnittm ec Ontisnim choriu 

diett wnidtia. 

We now, through a small gate, enter what is call- 
ed * The Lover's Walk', and proceed immediately 
to a seat where the water is seen very advantage* 

• EXPLANATION. 

Dadioited by Friendship 

to JOSEPH SPENCE, 

our bumc excellent Cnco, 

whom 

the QiHi^inoat eonsent 

of every Mate and Oitce 

inadechoiee of 

to beio disiingtiuhed. 

Vox. XXIV. C 



oiidy at fall length ; which, though not Ua*ge» if lo 
agreeably shaped, and has its bounds so wiell con- 
cealed, that the beholder may receive less pleasure 
from many lakes of greater extent. The margin 
on one side is fringed with alders, the other is oTer- 
hung with most stately oaks and beeches, and the 
middle beyond the water presents the Hales Owen 
scene, with a group of houses on the slope behind, 
and the horizon well fringed Ml»th the wood. Now 
winding a few paces round the margin of the water, 
we come to another small bench, which presents 
the former scene somewhat varied, with the addi- 
tion of a whited village among trees upon a hill. 
Proceeding on, we enter the pleasing gloom of this 
agreeable walk, and come to a bench beneath a 
spreading beech that overhangs both walk and 
water, which has been called <The Assignation 
Seat,' and has this inscription on the back of it : 

* Nerine Gftbitett ; tliymo mihi dnlekrar Hybbe, 
CandkKor cyKnii, heden fbruMMior alba I 
Cum primiim pwti vepetent foemmfiM ttnri. 
Si qua tni Corydonis luibet te cum, venito.** 

Here the path begins gradually to ascend beneath 
a depth of shade, by the side of which is a small 
bubbling rill, either forming little peninsulas, roll- 
ing over pebbles, or falling down small cascades, 
all under cover, and taught to murmur very agree- 
ably. This very soft and pensive scene, very pro- 

• IMITATION. 

O Galatea I Nereiu* lovely child, 
Sweeter than Hybia thyme, more imdefil'd 
Than down of i wan, or iry** pforett white. 
When the foil oxen, wam*d by ftding Kght, 
Home to the itatl their lobev fbottti^ htad ; 
If Damon*! dear, to Dameo^ call attend. 
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perly styled * The Lorer's Walk,' ig tenninated vitii 
an ornamented uim, insenbed to Miss Dolman, (a 
beautiful and amiable relation of Mr. Shenstone's,) 
who died of the small-pox, about twenty-one years 
of age, in the following^ words on one nde : 

PeiWHibiK mm oaamMtm 
M. D. 
On the other side : 

Ah! Maria! 
pudlmm degantiniuM 1 
«h flote fenittUtis ateepca. 
Tale! 
Heo quanto minus est 
cam rdiqaia Tonari, 
qoam tni 
meminiMel* 

The ascent from hence winds somewhat more 
steeply to another seat, where the eye is thrown 
over a rough scene of broken and Airzy ground, 
upon a piece of water in the flat, whose extremi- 
ties are hid behind trees and shrubs, amongst which 
the house appeacs^ and makes upon the. whole no 
unpleasing picture. The path still winds under 
cover up the hill, the steep declivity of which is 

• EXPLANATION. 
— 8aCRd to the memarf 

of 

a most amiable kinswoman. 

Ah ! Marial 

moat eicsgant of nym^! 

snatched ftom iM 

In thy bloom of beauty, 

ahlfiueweUi 

How much inftrior 
the living conversation 

'ofothen 
to thchate renembnnce 
ofthcc! 
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somewhat eased. by the serpentine sweep of it, till 
we come to a small bench, with this. line from 
Pope's Eloisa : 

* DiTine oWvioB of low-Oumglited Cftr» V 

The opening before it presents a solitary scene of 
trees, thickets, and precipice, and terminates upon 
a g^en hill, with a clump of firs on the top of it. 

We now find the great use us well as beauty of 
the serpentine path in climbing up this wood, the 
first seat of which, alluding to the rural scene be- 
fore it, has the following lines from Virgil : 

-— > Hie latii otm fimdBs 

Spelmwac, Tiviqiie laent, hie firfgida Tempe, 

Mug^tuaqne boom, mollesque tub trbere tomnl'* 

Here the eye looking down a slope beneath the 
spreading arms of oak and beech trees, passes first 
over some rough furzy ground, then over water to 
the large swelling lawn, in the centre of which the 
house is discovered among trees and thickets : this 
forms the fore ground. Beyond this appears a 
swell of waste furzy land, diversified with acottage ; 
and a road that winds behind a farm-house and a 
fine clump of trees. The back scene of all is a se- 
micircular range of hills, diversified with woods, 
scenes of cultivation and inclosures, to about four 
or five miles' distance. 

• IMITATION. 
Here.tcanqafl leisures in the ample field ; 
Here caves and livmg lakes their pleasures yidd ; 
Here ntfes invite where sports the eoottngr brecM, 
And peaceful sleep beneath embew'rins trees, 
^VbiI(* loning herds surround. 
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still windiilg up into the wood, we come to a 
slight seat, opening through the trees to a bridge of 
five piers, crossing a large piece of water at about 
half a mile's distance. The next seat looks down 
from a considerable height, along the side of a steep 
precipice, upon irregular and pleasing ground. And 
now we turn upon a sudden into a long straight- 
lined walk in the wood, arched oyer with tall trees, 
and terminating with a small rustic building. Though 
the walk, as I said, be straight-lined, yet the base 
rises and falls so ag^eably, as leaves no room to 
censure its formality. About the middle of this 
avenue, which runs tiie whole length of this hang- 
ing wood, we arrive unexpectedly at a lofty gothic 
seat, whence we look down a slope, more consi- 
der3d>le tlia|i that before mentioned, through the 
wood on each side. Tlus view is indeed a fine one^ 
the eye first travelling down over well-variegated 
groond into the valley, wher^ is a large piece of 
water, whose doping banks give all the appearance 
of a noble river. The ground from hence rises 
gradually to the t5p of Clent-Hill, at three or foxa 
miles' distance, and the landscape is enriched with 
a view of Hales Owen, the late Lord Dudley's 
house, and a large wood of Lord Lyttelton's. It is 
impossil^le to give an adequate description of this 
yiew ; the beauty of it depending upon the great 
variety of objects and beautiful shape of ground, ' 
and all at such a distance as to admit of being seen 

distinctly. 

Hence wq proceed to the rustic building before 
mentioned, a slight and unexpensive edifice, formed 
of rough ttiDhewn rtone^ commoAly called here * The 

C2 
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Temple of Pan,* haying a tro|>hy of the Tibia and 
S}rrinx, and this inscription oyer the entrance : 

' Pan primus calamos cera conjungere p\uret 
EdoeuiC; Pan curat oves, oviumque magistroi.'* 

Hence mounting once more to the right, through 
this dark unbrageous walk, we enter at once iipon 
a. lightsome, high, natural terrace, whence the eye 
is thrown over all the scenes we have seen before, 
together with many fine additional ones, and all be- 
held from ^ declivity that approaches as near a 
precipice as is agreeable. In the middle is a scat 
with this inscription : 

Bivini gloriii runs !t 

To g^ve a better idea of this, by far the most mag- 
nificent scene here ; it were, perhaps, best to divide 
it into two distinct parto— the noble concave inthc 
front, and the rich valley towards the right.— In 
regard to the former, if a boon companion could 
enlarge his idea of a punch-bowl^ ornamented within 
with all the romantic sceneiy the Ciunese ever yet- 
devised, it would, perhaps, afford him the highest 
idea he could possibly conceive of earthly happiness: 
he would certainly wish to swim in it. Suffice it- 
to say, that the horizon, or brim, is as finely varied 
as the cavity. It would be idle here to mention 
the Clee Hills, the Wrekin, the Welsh mountuns, ' 

•IMITATION. 
Tuk, god of Aepherds, fint inspii'd oar iwains 
Their pipes to finme, and tone thdr rorai stttim ; 
Pan ftom impending harm the fold deBeuHt, 
And Pw the master of the fold befriendi. 

t BXPLAHATiON. 
OgioiyoftheiilnaiieeBedirine! ■ 



( 
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or Caer Cftmdoc, at a prodigious distance : which, 
though ihey finish the scene agreeably, should not 
be mentioned at the Leasowes, the beauty of which 
turns chiefly upon distinguishable scenes. The 
Talley upon the right is equally enriched, and the 
opposite side thereof well fringed with woods, and 
the high hills Qn one side this long winding vale roll- 
ing agreeably into the hollows on the other. But 
these are a kind of objects which, though really 
noble in the survey, will not strike a reader in de- 
scription as they would a spectator upon the spot. 

Hence returning back into the wood, and cross- 
ing • Pan's Temple,* we go directly down the slope 
into another part of Mr. Shenstone's grounds, the 
path leading down through very pleaang home 
scenes of well-shaped ground, exhibiting a most 
perfect concave and conveie, till we come at a seat 
under a noble beech, presenting a rich yariety of 
fore»ground ; and at, perhaps, half a mile's distance, 
the gothic alcove on a hill well covered with wood, 
a pretty cottage under trees in the more distant 
part of the concave, and a fiirm-house upon, the 
right, all picturesque objects. 

The next and the subsequent seat aiford pretty 
much the same scenes a little enlarged, with the 
addition of that remarkable clump of trees, called 
Frankly Beeches, adjoining to the old. family seat 
of the Lytteltons, and from whence the present 
Lord Lyttelton derives his title. 

We come now to a handsome gothic screen, 
backed with a clump of firs, which throws the eye 
in front full upon a cascade in the valley, issuing 
from beneath a dark shade of poplars. The house 
appears in the centre of alarge sweUiog lawo, bushed 



32 A DXSCBIPTIOH OT THS I.XA80WBS. 

with trees and thicket. The pleasing yariety of 
easy swells and hollows, bounded by scenes less 
smooth and cultivated, affords the most delightful 
picture of domestic retirement and tranquillity. 

We now descend to a seat inclosed with hand- 
some pales, and backed with firs, inscribed to Lord* 
Lyttleton. It presents a beautiful view up a TsUey 
contracted gradually, and ending in a group of 
most magnificent oaks and beeches. The right-hand 
side is enlivened with two striking cascades, and a 
winding stream seen at intervals between tufts of 
trees and woodland. To the left appears the hang- 
ing wood already mentioned, with the gothic screen 
on the slope in the centre. 

Winding still downwards, we come to a small 
seat, where one of the offices of the house, and a 
view of a cottage on very high ground, is seen over 
the tops of the trees of the grove in the adjacent 
valley, giving an agreeable instance of the abrapt 
inequality of ground in this romantic well-variegated 
country. The next seat shows another face ti the 
same valley, the water gliding calmly along betwixt 
two seeming groves without any cascade, as a con- 
trast to the former one, where it was broken by 
cascades : the scene very significantly alluded to by 
the motto^ 



* Ruirn miy, eC rigni pitcamt in talfibai amnet, 
Sloiiuaa aaBem, nhaiqiie inglorini 1* 

We descend now to a beautiful gloomy scene, 
called * Virgil's Grove,' where, on the entrance, we 

•IMITATION. 

Wooii^ valei^ and tntauog itreami, 1117 lafaid enchant; 
Tba troodi and itraamt iaglonoiii let BM haunt 
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pass by a amali obelisk oh the right hand, with this 
inflcription : ^ 

P.Vksi&oMtront 
L^tit ute cum lueo «ieer eito.* 

Before this is a slight bench, where some of the 
same objects are seen again, but in a different point 
of Hght. It is not very easy either to paint or de- 
aeribe this delightful grove: however, as the former 
has been more than once attempted, I will hope to 
apdogize for an imperfect description, by the diffi- 
culty found by those who have aimed to sketch it 
with their pencil. Be it, therefore, first observed, 
that the whole scene is opaque and gloomy, con- 
sisting of a small deep valley or dingle, the ddes of 
which are inclosed with irregular tufts of hazel and 
other underwood, and the whole overshadowed with 
lofty trees rising out of the bottom of the (Ungl^ 
through which a copious stream makes its way 
through ihossy banks, enameUed with primroses, 
and variety of wild wood-flowers. T^i^rst seat 
we. approach is thus inscribed : 

Ceteberrimo Poets 
lACOBO THOMSON, 
Prope fontes ilU non ftitiditos 
6.S 
Sedem hmot onuvit.* 

• EXPLA- 



• EXPI^NATION. 

To 
P. Virgiliut Muo, 
This Obeliik 
uidgtovie 
is consecnted.t 
i* Ktte.-'lt WIS customary with the Romans to give m prsenomcn, 
or lint iHune, in the manner of our Christian names ; accordingly, 
Viigil had that of PabBus. He derived the addition of Maro firoa» 
his &thcr, who wai so called. 
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Qi» tibiy quae ttii reddam pro earmine dona ? 
Nam Deque me tantum venientis sibilus auitri, 
Nee pafcusn joTant fluctu tarn littora, nee que 
SaxMas iacer deeamiBt flmmna vidle*.*t 

This seat is placed upon a steep bank on the edg« 
of the valley, from which the eye is here drawn 
down into the flat below, by the light that glimmers 
in front, and by the sound of various cascades, by 
which the winding stream is agreeably broken. 
Opposite to this seat the ground rises agun in an 
easy concave to a kind of dripping fountain, where 
a small rilt trickles down a rude luch of rock-worit, 
through fern, liverwort, and aquatic weeds; the 
g^een area in the middle, through which the stretm 
winds, being as well shaped as can be ima^ned. 
After falling down these cascades, it winds under a 
bridge of one arch, and then empties itself into % 
small lake which catches it a littiie below. This 
terminates the scene upon the right; and after these 
objects have for some time amused the spectator, 
his eye rambles to the left, where one of the most 
beautiful cascades imaginable is seen by way of 

• EXPLANATION. 

To the 
much odebrated Poet 
JAMES THOMPSON. 
This seat was plaoed 
near hn favoorite tpringi 
b7 

w.a. 
t imitation; 

How shall I thank thy Muse lo forni'd to pleaae? 
For not the whitpering of the aoathem faieece, 
Nor banks still beaten by the breaking wavv^ 
Nor limpid cjlls that pebbly Tallies fare, 
Trld such delight— 
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incident, througlt a kind of vista or glade, falling 
down a precipice orerarched with trees, and strikes 
us with surprise. It is imposnble to express the 
pleasure which oYie feels on this occasion: for 
though surprise alone is not excellence, it may serre 
to qmeken the effect of what is beautiful. I be- 
lieve none ever beheld this g^ye without athorough 
sense of satisfaction ; ,and were one to choose any 
particular spot of this [perfectly Arcadian &rm, it 
should, perhaps, be this ; although it ao well con- 
trasts both with the terrace and with some other 
scenes, that one cannot wish them ever to be di- 
^ed. We now proceed to a seat at the bottom 
of a large root on the side of a slope, with this in- 
scription : 

INSCRIPTION. 

^Olet me haant this peaceful shade. 
Nor let Ambition e*er invide 
Tbe tenant* of thii leaf^ bower, 
Tbatfhan herpatha, and aligltt hex powers 

* Hhfter the'p^eefbl halcyon IKef 
From MCial meads and open ikiei, 
Tleas^dby this ifll her eonrae to steer, 
Aj|d hide her sapphire plumage here. 

< The tfont bedropM with criibson stains, 
Forsakes the river's proud domains, 
FofMdces the son's unwelcome gleam. 
To lurk within tUs humble stream. 

< And sure I hear the Naiad say, 

** How, flow, my Stream ! this denoiis way ; 
Though loTdy soft ihy murmurs an* 
Thy waters lofdy, eool, and fliir. 

^ FloW| gentle Stream ! nor let the Vain 
Thy small unsullied stores disdain ; 
Nor let the poirive sage repine, 
Whose latent eonne retcnhlet thtaMw** 
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The view from it is a calm tranquil geene of 
wat^r gliding through sloping ground, with a sketch 
through the trees of the small pond below. 

The scene in ^s place is that of water stealing 
along through a rude sequestered vale, the gfound 
on each side covered \tith weeds and field floweret 
as that before is kept close shaven. Further on 
we lose all sight of water, and only hear the noise, 
without having the appearance ; a kind of effect 
which the Chinese are fond of producing in what 
they call their scenes of enchantment. We now 
turn, all on a sudden, upon the high cascade which 
we admired before in vista. The scene around ia 
quite a grotto of native stone running up it^ roots 
of trees overhanging it, and the whole shaded over 
head. However, we first approach, upon the left, 
a chalybeate spring, ^th an iron bowl chained to 
it, and this inscription upon a stone : 

Font AmgiiWQs ' 
DbcquB leceHa itto finii coacedit.* 



Then turning to the right, we find a stone seat, 
making part of the aforesaid cave, with this w^l^p. 
plied inscription : 

IntM sqim duleei, viToque tedilta mzo ; 
Nynmhwnm daniii.t 

• EXPLANATION. 

TotheOodden 

whs benamtA the e^jof neat 

oftheteracmu, 

Thit cbftly beate iprins 

if ctmsecntied. 

t IMITATION. 
Williia sue whdtaome ipringv, and nuirble Mftto 
CWf'd in the Uriof ^ock, of Nymph* the blen'd ictKais. 
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wiuch I hftTe often heard Mr. Shenitone term the 
definition of a grotto. We now wind up a aba^ 
path, on the left hand, and crossing the head of this 
cascade^ pass beside the river that supphesit in our 
way up to the house. One seat first occurs under 
a flhadj oak as we ascend the hill ; soon after we 
^iter the shrubbery, which half surrounds the 
house, wh^e we find two seats, thus inscribed to 
two of bis most particular firiends. The first thus : 

Amicitis et meritia 

BICHAaDI GRAVES :• 

IpuB tet Tityre ! pinut , 

Ipn te fonteti Ipia luee ailraiui, vocabantt* 

and a little fiirther the other, with the foUowiiig in- 
scription . 

Amidti««l meritii 
hlCHARDI JAGO4 

From this last is an opening down the valley over a 
large sliding lauoi, well edged with oaks, to a piece 
of water crossed by a connderable bridge in the flat 
—the steeple of Hales» a village amid trees, making 
on the whole a very pleasing picture. Thus wind- 
ing tiurough flowering shrubs, beside a menagerie 
for doves, we are conducted to the stables. But 

• EXPLANATION. 

To the 
fHtfidihip and merit! 

or 

BICHARD OBAVSS. 

t Thee, Titynu ! thepmei, 

The cryital fpringi, the may craves, iiiTok*d. 

i To the 

frioidship and merits 

of 
RICHARD JAOO. 

Vol. XXIV. D 
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let it not be fofgot, that on the entrance into thi* 
shrubbery the first object that strikes us is a Yeniui 
de Medicis, beside a bason of gold-fish, encom* 
passed round with shrubs, and illustrate with thtf 
following inscriplion : 

— -* Send-reducta Venus*.* 

* To Venut, Venus here retir^d^ 

My sober tows I pay ; 
Kot her on PaidikiR pkim «clmSr*d,' 
The bold, the pert, the guy. 

* Not her vhose amoroos leer prevailed 

To bribe the Phrygfnii boy ; 
Not her who, clad in armour, fail*d 
To save diuftrous Troy. 

* Freih riainir from the foamy tide* 

She every hocom w»nni, 
While half withdravm she seems Co hide, 
And half reveals her ehanns. 

^ Learn henoe, ye boastful sons of Taste \ 

Who plan the mral shade, 
Learn hence to shun the vicious waste 

Of pomp, at large displayed. 

* Let sweet ConeeabnentS magk art 

Tonr mazy boonda invest. 
And white the sight onveib a part. 
Let Fancy paint the rest. 

'Let ooy reserve with eost unite 

To grace your wood or field ; 
No ray obtrusive pall the sights 

In auf^t you paint or build. 

' And fhr be drivtn die sumpcwHtt gine 

Of gold, ficom British gprovstt, 
And far the mereovioos air 

Of China's vain aleovey. 

* *Tis badiful Beauty ever twines 

The most coercive chain ; 
'Tb she that sovereign rule declinei, 
Who bat deserves to reign.* 

• EXPLANATION. 
Veaus hal^ietired^ 



A PREFATORY BSSAY O/V ELEGY, 

BT WIIXIAX SHKHSTONX. 

It k observable that discourses prefixed to poetry 
are contrived very frequently to inculcate such 
tenets as may exhibit the performance to the 
greatest advantage : the fabric is very commonly 
raised in the first place, and the measures by which 
we are to judge of its merit are afterwards adjusted. 

There have been few rules given us by the cri- 
tics concerning the structure of Elegiac poetry ; 
and far be it from the author of the following tri- 
fles to dignify his own opinions with that denomi- 
nation : he would only intimate the g^eat variety 
of subjects, and the (fifierent styles in which the 
writers of Eleg^ have hitherto indulged them- 
selves, and endeavour to shield the following ones 
by the latitude of their example. 

If we consider the etymology of the word*, the 
epithet which Horace gives it-j-, or the confession 
which Ovid makes concerning itt, I think we may 
conclude thus much, however, that Elegy, in its 
true and genuine acceptation, includes a tender 
and querulouB idea ; that it looks upon this as its 
peculiar characteristic, and so long as this is tho- 
roughly sustained, admits of a variety of subjects, 

* i Xf>«i?, ff-purtieulam dolendi. 

t Miwnbilei elegos. H$r. 

X Hen namb ex vero quhc tibi nomen erit. 

09W.4elioffteTibnUi. 
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which by its manner of treating them it renders 
its own : it throws its melancholy stole over pretty 
different objects, which, like the dresses at a fune- 
ral procession, gives them all a kind of solemn and 
uniform appearance. 

It is probable that Elegies were written, at^rst, 
upon the death of intimate friends and near rela- 
tions ; celebrated beauties, or favourite mistresses ; 
beneficent governors and iUustiious men: one 
may add, perhaps, of all those who are placed by 
Virgil in ihe laurel grove of his Elysium, ( Vide 
Hurd's Dissertation on Horace's Epistle) 

Qoique mi memom aliot feeere merendo. 

After these subjects were sufficiently exhausted, 
and the severity of fate displayed in the most af- 
fecting instances, the poets sought occainon to vary 
their complaints, and the next tender species of 
sorrow that presented itself was the grief of absent 
or neglected lovers ; and this indulgence might be 
indeed allowed them, but with this they were not 
contented : they had obtidned a small comer in 
the province of love, and they took advantage 
from thence to overrun the whole territory : they 
sung its spoils, triumphs, ovations and rejoicings*, 
as well as the captivity and exequies that attended 
it : they g^ve the name of Elegy to their pleasan- 
tries as well as lamentations : till at last, through 
their abundant fondness for the myrtle, they forgot 
that the C3^ress was their peculiar garland. 

In this it is probable they deviated from the 
original deug^ of Elegy ; and it should seem that 

*DiciteIoFMui,etIobb dicitePtetn. Ovid, 



mf land of subjects^ treated in such a manner as 
to diiiiise a pleasing melancholy, might ia better 
deaeirve-the name« than the facetious myrth and 
fib^tine feattvity of Hie sucoessi^ votaries of 
Love. 

But not to dwell too long* upon an opinion 
wl^eh may seem* perhapiv introduced to fevour 
the fbiQowing peTfoRnance» it may not be improper 
to^ exaimne into the use and end of Elegy. The 
most important end of all poetry is to encourage 
firtue. £pic and tragedy chiefly recommend the 
pubiic virtues ; Blegy is of a spedes wfai^ illus- 
trates and endears the private. There is a truly 
virtoous pleasure connected with many pensive 
contemplations^ which it is the province and excel* 
lency of Blegy to enfotce ; this, by presenting 
suitable ideas, haa discovered sweets in melancholy 
which we could not find in mirth; and has led u^ 
with flucceaa, to the dos^ urn, when we could 
draw no pleasure from the sparkling bowL As 
Bastoral conveys an idea of an^cily and inno- 
cence, it is in particular the task and merit of 
Etegy.ta show the innfMcence and amplicity of 
rvxal life to advantage ; and that in a way diMinct 
from Pastoral, aa much as the plain but judicioua 
landlord may be imagin'd to surpass Ua tenant 
both in dignity and understanding. It should also 
tend to ^vate the more tranquil virtues of homi'* 
Ely, diiinlerestedness, simpfioity^ and inooeenoe: 
but then tibere is a degtee of elegance and refine- 
muit BO way inconsistent with these rural virtues^ 
and that nisea Blegy above that in^roM rut, that 
unpolished rusticity, which has given our Pastoral 

writers their highest reputslioB. 

D2 
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Wealth and splendor will never vant their pro* 
per weight; the danger is, lest thej should too 
much preponderate : a kind of poetry, tfaferefoie, 
which throws its chief influence into the odier 
scale, that magnifies the sweets of liberty and in- 
dependence, that endears the honest delights of 
love and friendship, that celebrates the glory of a 
good name after death, that ri^coles the futile 
arrogance of birth, that recommends the innocent 
amusement of letters, and insensibly prepares the 
mind for that humanity it inculcates ; such a kind 
of poetty may chance to please, and if it please, ' 
^ould seem to be of service. 

As to the style of Elegy, it may be well enough 
determined fh)m what has gone before ; it should 
imitate the voice and language of grief; or, if a 
metaphor of dress be more agreeable, it diould 
be simple and difiiise, and flowing as a tao^meifB 
veil. A versification, therefore, is deainble, whidi, ' 
by indulging a free and unconstrained ezpres-^ 
sion, may admit of that simplici^ which Elegy i«« " 
quires. 

Heroic metre, with alternate rhyme, seems well 
enough adapted to this species of poetry ; and» 
however exceptionable upon otiier occanons, its 
inconveniencies appear to lose their weight in 
shorter Elegies, and its^advantages seem to acquire 
an additional importance. The world has an ad- ' 
mirable example of its beauty in a collection of 
l^eg^es* not long since publiidied ; the product of 
a gentieman of the most exact taste, and wfabse ' 
untimely death merits all the tears that Elegy can 
shed. 

* By Hammoad. 



X 
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It is not imposnble tbat some may think this 
metre toe lax and prosaic; others, that even a 
mof« dissolute variety of numbers may have supe- 
rior adrantages : and in &Tour of these last, might 
be ptoduced the example of Hilton in his Lycidas, 
together with one or two recent and beautMUl imi- 
tations of his versification in that monody. But 
this kind of argument, I am apt to think, must 
pfove too much; since the writers I have in view 
seem capable enough of recommending any metre 
they riiall choose ; though it must be owned also, 
that the dunce they make of any is at the same 
tone the strongest presumption in its &vour. 

Perhaps it may be no great difficulty to cora- 
proonse the dispute. There is no one kind of 
metie that is distinguished by rhymes but is Uable 
te some objection or other. Heroic verse, where 
(Efvefy second line is terminated by a rhyme, (with 
:vdttch the judgment requires that the sense should 
in some measure also terminate) is i^t to render 
Ae ezpreesion either scanty or constrained ; and 
tins is sometimes observable in the writings of a 
poet lately deceased ; though I believe no one ever 
threw so much sense together, with so much esse, 
into a couplet, ss Mr. Pope : but as an sir of con** 
straint too often accompanies this metre, it seems 
by no means proper for a writer of Elegy. 

The previous rhyme in Ifilton's Lycidas is very 
lre<|iiently placed at such a distance fmm the fol- 
lowing, that it is often droptby the memory (nradi 
better employed in attending to the sentiment) 
before it be brou^t to join its partner ; and this 
seems to be tlie greatest objection to that kind of 
versification : but then the peculiar ease and va« 



riety it admits of a^ei no doubt; iuffic»ent to vrtsf* 
bal^Ace the objection, and to give it the pjBeleDeiic^ 
to any other, in an ^t^ of length. 

The chief exeeptiqny to which stanza of >att 
kinds is Uable, i% that it breaks the sense too x^r^ 
larly when it is continued through a long po«m } 
and this may be, perhaps* the fault of Hr. WaUer'a 
excellent panegyric. But if this fault be lest 
discernible in smaller compositions, as I suppose k 
is; I flatter myself ^t the adyantages I have 
befmse mentioned, resulting from alternate i^yme» 
(with which stanza is, I think, connected) may ait 
least, in shorter Elegies^ be allowed to^ outweiglk 
its imperfectionB. 

I shall say but little of the difierent kinda oT 
Elegy* The melancholy of a lorer is different, na 
doubt; 'from what we feel on other mixed ooca- 
aen& The mind, in which love and grief at once 
predominate, is softened to an excess, liove-elegy; 
therefore, is more negligent of crder aad design^ 
and being addressed chiefly to the ladies, requirei 
little more than tenderness and per^icuity. Ele« 
gies that are formed upon promtscuoua incideBis; 
and addressed to the world in general, inculcate 
some, sort of moral, and admit a different degree 
of reasoning, thought, and order. 

The Author of the following. Elegies eniteied on 
his subjects occasionally, as particular incidents in 
life suggested, or dispoutions of mind recomiMnd^ 
ed them to his chmce. If he describes a rural 
landscape, or unfolds the train of sentiments it in« 
spired, he fairly drew his picture from the spot i 
and feltverv sensibly the affection he communi* 
cates: i£ he q;>eak» <tf his huiiibie shed* his fiock% 



ftnd hia fleeces, he does not coanterfeit the scene ; 
irho having (whether through choice or necesaity 
is not material) retired betimes to country soli- 
tudes, and sought his happiness in rural employ- 
ments, has a right to condder himself as a real 
shepherd. The flocks, the meadows, and the 
grottos, are his own, and the embellishment of his 
£irm his sole amusement. As the sentiments, 
therefore, were inspired by Nature, and that in 
the earlier part of his life, he hopes they will re- 
tain a natural appearance ; diflVising at least some 
part x)i that amusement which he freely acknow- 
ledges he received from the composition of them. 

There will appear, perhaps, a real inconsistency 
in the moral tenor of the several Elegies; and the 
svdbseqUent ones may soaietimes seem a recantation 
of the preceding. The reader wifl scarcely inik 
pnte this to oversight, but will allow that men'ff 
opimonsy as well as tempers, vary; that neither 
public nor private, active nor speculative life,, are 
unexceptionably happy ; and comequentfy, that 
any c^ang^ t>f opinion concerning them may afford 
an additiomd beauty to poetry, as it gives us a 
more striking representation of life. 

If the AttthcH' has hazarded, throughout, the use 
of English or modem allusions, he hopes it will not 
be imputed to an entire ^orance, or to the least 
disesteem of the ancient learning. He has kept 
the ancient plan and method in his eye, though he 
builds his edifice with the materials of his own 
liation. In other words, through a fondness ibr 
his native country, he has made use of the flowers 
it produced, though, in order to exhibit them to 
the greater advantage, he has endeavoured to 
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weave his garland by the best model he cptddfind; 
Vfiih what success, beyond his own amusement, 
must be left to judges less partial to him than either 
his acquaintance or his friends. — ^If any of those 
should be so candid as to approve the variety of 
subjects he has chosen, and the tenderness of sen- 
timent he has endeavoured to impress, he begs the 
metre also may not be too suddenly condemned. 
The puJblic ear, habituated of late to a quicker 
measure, may perhaps consider this as heavy and 
languid ; but an objection of that kind may gra> 
dually lose its force^ if this measure should be al- 
lowed to suit the- nature fif Elegy. 

If it ahoidd hi^pen to be considered as an ob- 
jection with others, that there is too much of a 
Bioral cast diffused through the whole ; it is re« 
plied, that he endeavoured to animate the poetry 
M far as not to render this objection too obvious, 
or to risk excluding the fashionable reader ; at the 
aame time never deviating from a fixed principle, 
that poetry without morality ia but the blossom of 
a friiit-tree. Poetry ia indeed like that species o^ 
plants which may bear at once both fruits and 
blossoms ; and the tree is by no means in perfection 
without the former, however it mi^ be eso^^eUiahed 
by the flowers which auirownd it. 
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£LEGI£S, 

ON DIFFERENT OCCASIONS. 
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Asodae Teniehat ; ibi ksc inetMidita, solui, 

Mtedba* et silTit studio jaetabat mam ! VHEK^. 

The iprmdiii^ beecli atone he wtniM cxpiote 
With fraqucBt itep ; beneath itt ihady top, 
(Ah, prafitlcas employ to lulb and groves 
Theie nkKgested Uyi he wont repeat. 



ftB ASBITXS XT HIS BSTIBSKXlTT IK THk COXnrtMt^. 
▲jrv TAXSS 0CCA8I0K TO SXJPATIATX IJf PB4JUIS 
or BIMFLI^ITT. 

TOAFRI^nK 

PoB rurfti virtoeS) and fat native tldei^ 

I bade Augmta's Teaal lona ftreweU ; 
Now mid the trees I see my smodte ante. 

Now hear the finmtaiiis buM>]ing^ round my celk 
O may that demos whidi seeare* itty rest, 

Preserve this vilk for * friend that's dear ! 
Ne'er may my vintage glad the sordid breast) 

Ne'er tinge the lip that dares be unsincere! 

Far from these paths, ye faithless friends ! depurt ! 

Fly my plain board, abhor my hostile name ! 
Hence, Uie iaint verse that flows not from the heik]^ 

-SM iBoivas in lahoiir^ stfi&ns^ the pfioe of ftnie I 



/ 



48 ELE&ISB.- 

O lov'd Simplicity ! be thine the prize! 

Assiduous Art, correct her page in vain ! 
His be the palm, who, guiltless of disguise. 

Contemns the power, the dull resource, to feign! 
Still may the mourner, lavish of his tears, 

For lucre's venal meed invite my scorn ! 
Still may the bard, (Assembling doubts and fearSj 

For praise, for flattety nghing, sigh forlorn! 
Soft as the line of love-sick Hammond flows, 

'Twas his fond heart effus'd the melliBg theme ; 
Ah ! never could Aonia's hill disclose 

So fair a fount:un, or so lov'd a stream. 
Ye loveless baids ! intemt with artful pains 

To form a sigh, or to contrive a tear ! 
Forego your Pindus, and on phuns 

Survey Camilla's charms, and grow sincere. 
But thou, my friend ! while in thy youthful soul 

Liove's gentle tyrant seats his awful throne. 
Write from thy bosomr— let not Art control 

The ready pen that makes his edicts known. 
Pleanng when youth is long expir'd, to trace 

The forms our pendl or our pen designed ! 
* Such was our youthful air, and shape, and face ! 

Sudi the soft image of our youthful mind !' 
Soft whilst we sleep beneath the rural bow'ra^ 

The Loves and Graces steal unseen away ! 
And where the tuif diSbs'd its pomp of flow'rs,. 

We wake to wintiy scenes of chill decay \ 
Curse the sad fortune that detains thy fidr ; 

Praise the soft hours that gave thee to her arms ; 
Paint thy proud scorn of every vulgar care. 

When hope eialts thee, or when doubt alarms. 
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"Where with CEnone thou bast worn the day. 
Neap fount or stream, in meditation, rove ; 
' If in the grove CEnone lov'd to stray. 

The faithful Muse shall meet thee in the grove. 



OJ^ POSTHUMOUS REPUTATIOJ^, 
. TO ▲ ^Biurii. 

O 0Bisr of griefs t thit Envy*8 frantic ire 

Shotlld rob the living virtue of its prdse : 
O foolish Muses! that with zeal ai^ire 

To deck the cold insensate shrine with bays: 
When the free spirit quits her humble frame^ 

To tread the skies with radiant garlands ciown*d ; 
Say, will she hear the distant voice of Fame f 

Or, heading, fancy sweetness in the soiind ? 
Perhaps ev'n Genius pours a slighted lay ; 

Perhaps ev'n Friendship sheds a fruitless tear; 
Ev'n L3rtt61ton but vainly trims the bay. 

And fondly graces Hammond's mournful bier. 
Though weeping vir^ns haunt his favoured um. 

Renew their chapldts and repeat their sighs; 
Though near his tomb Sabxan odours bum^ 

The loitering fragrance will it reach the skies I 
No ; should his Delia votive wreaths prepiire, 

Delia might place the votive wreaths in vain ; 
Yet the dear hope of Delia's future care 

Once crown'd his pleasures and dispell'd his pain. 
Yes — ^tlie fair prospect of surviving praise. 

Can every sense of present joys excel ; 
For this great Hadrian chose laborious days. 

Through this, expiring, bade a gay fareweB. 

Vol. XXIV. E 
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Shall then our youths, who Fame^s bright fabric raise^ 
To life's precarious date confine their care ? 

O teach them you, to spread the sacred base. 
To plan a work Hirougfa latest agpea fiur .' 

Is it small transport, as with curious eye 
You trace the story of each Attic sag^. 

To think your blooming praise shall time defy ^ 
Shall waft, like odours, through the pleasing page? 

To mark the day whed, tturough the bulky tome. 

Around your name the varying style refinea? 
«And readers call their lost attention home. 

Led by that index where true genius shines ? 
Ah ! let not Britons doubt their social aim. 

Whose ardent bosoms catch this ancient fire ; 
Cold interest melts before the vivid ftame» 

And patriot ardors but with life expire. 



OJ^ THE UJ\ TIMELY 3EJiTff 

or ▲ CSRTAIK LSASXED AC(l17AnrTANCl. 

Ir proud Pygmalion quit this cumbrous frame. 

Funereal pomp the scanty tear supplies, 
Whilst heralds loud, with venal voice, proclaim, 

' Lo ! here the brave and the puissant lies.' 
When humbler Alcon leaves his drooping friends. 

Pageant nor plume distinguish Alcon's biev; 
The faithful Muse with votive song attends. 

And blots the mournful numbers with a tear. 
He little knew the sly penurious art, 

That odious art which Fortune's favourites know, 
Form'd to bestow, he felt the warmest heart, 

But envious Fate forbade him to bestow. 
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He fitde knew to ward the secret wound ; 

He little knew that mortals could ensnare ; 
Virtue he knew; the nohlest joy he found. 

To ling her glories, and to paint her fair! 

Ill was he skillM to guide his wandering sheep, 
And unforeseen disaster thinn'd his fold ; 

Yet at another's loss the swain would weep. 
And for his friend his very crook was sold. 

Ye sons of wealth ! protect the Muses' train ; 

From winds protect them, and with food supply ; 
Ah ! helpless they, to ward the threatened pain. 

The meagre famine, and the wintry sky ! 

He loT^d a n3rmph; amidst his slender store 
He dared to love ; and Cynthia was his theme : 

He breath'd his plaints along the rocky shore. 
They only echo'd o'er the winding stream. 

His njrmph was fair ! the sweetest bud that blows. 

Revives less lovely from the recent show'r s 
So Philomel, enamour'd, eyes the» rose : 

Sweet bird ! enamour'd of the sweetest flow'r. 

He lov'd the Muse ; she taught him to complain ; 

He saw his timorous loves on her depend : 
He lov'd the Muse, although she taught in vain; 

He lov'd the Muse, for she was Virtue's friend. 

She guides the foot that treads on Parian floors; 

She wins the ear when formal pleas are vain; 
She temps patricians from the fatal doors 

Of Vice's brothel forth to Virtue's fane. 

He wish'd for wealth, for much he wish'd to give ; 

He griev'd that virtue might not wealth obtain : 
Piteous of woes, and hopeless to relieve. 

The pensive prospect sadden'd all his train. 
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I saw him faint ! I saw him nnk to rest ! 

Like one ordain'd to swell the vulgar throng ; 
As though the Virtues had not warmM his breast^ 

As though the Muses not inspired lus tongue. 

I saw his bier ignobly cross the plain ; 

Saw peasant hands the pious rites supply : 
The generous rustics moum'd the friendly swain^ 

But Power and Wealth's • unvarying cheek was 
dry! 

Bach Alcon fell; in meagre want forlorn ; 

Where were ye then, ye powerful Patrons! where? 
Would ye the purple should your limbs adorn. 

Go wash the conscious blemish with a tear. 




OPHELIAS URJ^. 

TO MB. G . 

TsmovoH the dim vale of evening^s dusky shade. 
Near some lone fane, or yew's funereal green. 

What dreary forms has magic fear survey'd ! 
What shrouded spectres Superstition seen ! 

But you, secure, shall pour your sad complaint. 
Nor dread the meagre phantom's wan array ; 

What none but Fear's officious hand can paint. 
What none but Superstition's eye survey. 

The glimmering twilight and the doubtful dawn 
Shall see your step to these sad scenes return : 

Constant, as crystal dews impearl the lawn. 
Shall Strephon's tear bedew Ophelia's urn. 

Sure nought unhallow'd shall presume to stray 
Where sleeps the relics of that virtuous maid ; 

Nor aught unlovely bend its devious way 
Where soft Ophelia's dear remains are laid< 
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Haply thy Muse, as with unceasing aghs 
She keeps late vigils on her urn reclined, 

Ifay see light gproups of pleasing visions rise. 
And phantoms gUde, but of celestial kind. 

Then Fame, her clarion pendent at her side. 
Shall seek forgiveness of Ophelia's shade ; 

* Why has such worth, without distinction died f 
Why, tike the deserf s lily, bloomM to fade f* 

Then young Simplicity, averse to feign, 

Shall unmolested breathe her softest agh $ 
And candour with unwonted warmth complain, 

And innocence indulge a wailful cty. 
Then Elegance, tidth coy jtidicibus hand. 

Shall cull fresh flowrets for Ophelia's tomb ; 
And beauty chide the Fates' severe commanct 

That show'd the frailty of so fair a bloom ! 

And Fancy then, with wild ungovem'd woe^ 
Shall herlov'd pupil's native taste explain t 

Tor moumful sable aU her hues forego. 
And ask sweet solace of the Muse in vaini 

Ah! gentle forms ! expect no fond relief: 
Too much the sacred Nine their loss deplore : 

Well may ye grieve, nor find an end of grief- 
Tour beast, your brightest, fitvourite is no moi^. 



£2 



' 



54 xtsoixa* 

I 

HS COXf ARES THK TURBULENCE OF LOTS "VTITB TBE 
TRANaVII<I<ITT OF FRIENDSHIP. 

TO MELISSA, HIS FRIEH]). 

Faox Love, from angry Love's inclement reiga 
I pass a while to friendship's equal skies ; 

Thou, generous Maid ! reliev'st my partial pain> 
And cheer'st the victim of another's eyes. 

'Tis thou, MeliflMi, thou deserv'st my care ; 

How can my will and reason disag^e ? 
How can my passion live beneath despair ? 

How can my bosom mgh for aught but thee ? 

Ah, dear If eHssa ! pleas'd with thee to rove. 
My soul has yet surviv'd its dearest time ; 

111 can I bear the various clime of Love ; 
Love is a pleasing but a various clime. 

So smiles immortal Maro's favourite shore, 
Parthenope, with every verdure crown'd; 

When straight Veauvio'a horrid caldrons roar. 
And the dry vapour blasts the regions round. 

Oh, blissful re^ons ! oh, unrivall'd plains ! 

When Maro to these fragrant haunts retir'd : 
Oh, iatal realms ! and, oh, accurs'd domains ! 

When Pliny mid sulphureous clouds expand. 

So smiles the surface of^the treacherous main. 
As o'er its waves the peaceful halcyons play. 

When soon rude winds their wonted rule regain. 
And sky and ocean mingle in the fray. 

But let or air contend or ocean rave ; 

Ev'n Hope subside, amid the billows tost ; 
Hope, stiD emergent, still contemns the wavcw 

And not a feature's wonted smile is lost. 



TO A LAJDT, 
OK ^HX iiAireuAes of bibj>s. 

Coke then, Dione, let us range the grove. 
The science of the feather'd choirs explore. 

Hear linnets argue, larks descant of love. 
And blame the gloom of solitude no more. 

My doubt subsides— 'tis no Italian song. 
Nor senseless ditty cheers the vernal tree : 

Ah ! who that hears Dione's tuneful tongue 
Shall doubt that music may with sense agree ? 

And come, my Muse ! that lov'st the aUvan shade. 
Evolve the mazes, and the mist dispel ; 

Translate the solig ; convince my doubting maid 
No solemn dervise can explain so well.— — 

Pennve beneath the twilight shades I sate. 
The slave of hopeless vows and cold disdain ! 

When Philomel address'd his moumiul mate. 
And thus I construed the melhfluent strain :— - 

' Sing otii my bird 1— »the Hquid notes prolong. 
At every note a lover sheds his tear ; 

Sing on, my bird ! — ^'tis Damon hears thy song. 
Nor doubt to gain applause when lovers hear. 

* He the sad sirarce of our complaimng knows^ 

A foe to Tereus and to lawless love ! 
He mourns the story of our ancient woes $ 
Ah, could our muac his complaint remove ! 

* Ton pljuns are govem'd by a peerless maid; 

And see ! pale Cynthia mounts the vaulted shy, 
A train of lovers court the chequer'd shade ; 
Sing on, my bird ! and hear thy mate's reply. 



' Erewhile no shepherd to, these woods retir'd. 
No lover bless'd the glow-worm's pallid ray ; 

But ill-star'd birds that, listening, not admir'd. 
Or listening, eni^ed our superior lay. 

' Obeer'd by the sun, the vassals of his pow'r, 
Xiet such by day unite their jarring strains ; 

But let us choose the cahn, the silent hour. 
Nor want fit audience while Dione reigns/ 



JZK DESCnWES HIS VISIOJ^ 

TO AX ACaVAISTTAirCS. 



Cie«M«pMrtetns4MiiaMiiiiimftlk,&». Fiiy. 
All animabbeiideyO'er aU the aath, &c. 



Ok distant heaths, beneath autumnal sMes^ 
Pensive I saw the circling shade descend ; 

Weary and faint I heard the storm arise, 
WlUle the san vanished like a faithless friend. 

No kind companion led my steps aright; 

No friendly planet lent its glimmering nyi 
Ev'n the lone cot refus'd its wonted light. 

Where Toil in peaceful slumber closM the day. 

Then the dull beU had given a pleasing sofund ; 

The village cor 'tweie transport then to hear ; 
In dreadJiil silence all was hushM around. 

While the rude storm alone diatieatM mine ear. 

Aa led by Orwell's winding banks I ttra^T'd* 
Where towering Woisey brealh'd his nadve air* 

A sudden lustre cbaa'd the iitting idiade» 
ThefKNudiBg winda were Inii^'dtaad aU was 6ir. 
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Instant a grateful form appear'd confess'd; 

White were his locks, with awful scarlet crownM ; 
And livelier far than Tynan seem'd his vest, 

That with the glowing purple ting'd the g^round. 

* Stranger, (he said) amid this pealing rain. 

Benighted, lonesome, whither wouldst thou stray ? 
Does wealth or power thy weary step constnun? 
Reveal thy wish, and let me point the way. 

* For know, I trod the trophied paths of pow'r, 

Feh every joy that fair Ambition brings^ 
And left the lonely roof of yonder bow'r 
To stand beneath the canopies of kings. 

* I bade low hinds the towering ardour share. 

Nor meanly rose to bless myself alone ; 
I snatch'd the shepherd from his fleecy care. 
And bade his wholesome dictate guard the throne. 

' liOW at my feet the supplixmt peer I saw; 

I saw proud empires my decision wait ; 
My will was duty, and my word was law. 

My smile was transport, and my frown was fate.' 

' Ah me ! (said I) nor power I seek, nor gain; 

Nor urg^d by hope of fame these toils endure ; 
A simple youtfi, that fbels a lover's pain. 

And from his friend's condolence hopes a cure. 

* He, the dear youth ! to whose abodes I roam. 

Nor can mine honours nor my fields extend ; 
Yet for his sake I leave my distant home. 
Which oaks embosom, and which hills defend. 

'Beneath that home I scorn the wintry wind; 

The Spring, to shade me, robes her farest tree ; 
And if a friend my grass-grown threshold find, 

O how my lonely cot resounds with glee ! 
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* Yet, though averse to £^ld in heaps amass'd, 

I wish to bless, I languish to bestow; 
And though no friend to Fame's obstreperous blast. 
Still to her dulcet murmurs not a foe. 

* Too proud with servile tone to deign address; 

Too mean to think that honours are my due ; 
Yet should some patron yield my stores to bless^ 
I sure should deem my boundless thanks were few. 

# 

* But tell me, thou ! that, like a meteor's fire 

Shot'st blazing forth, disdaining duU degrees ; 
Should I to wealth, to &me, to power aspire. 
Must I not pass more rugged paths than these ? 

' Must I not groan beneath a guilty load. 
Praise him I scorn, and him I love betray ? 

Does not felonious Envy bar the road ? 
Or Falsehood's treacherous foot beset the way ? 

* Say, should I pass through Favour's crowded gat^ 

Must not fair Truth inglorious wait behind ? 
HVhilst I approach the glittering scenes of state, 
My best companion no admittance find ? 

* Nurs'd in the shades by Freedom's lenient care. 

Shall I the rig^d sway of Fortune own ? 
Taught by the voice of pious Truth, prepare 
To spurn an altar, and adore a throne ? 

^ And when proud Fortune's ebbing tide recedes^ 
And when it leaves me no unshaken friend; 

Shall I not weep that e'er I left the meads. 
Which oaks embosom, and which hills defend? 

' Oh ! if these ills the price of power advance. 
Check not my speed where social joys invite !' — 

The troubled vision cast a mournful glance. 
And, nghing, vanish'd in the shades of night. 
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B£ SS9CBIBS8 Hlft SAUY £OVX OlT VOETBT^ AlfB ITS 

coNssavxurcss. 
TO MB. Q , 1745.* 

Ah me ! what envious magic thins my fold ? 

What mutter'd spell retards their late increase ? 
Such lessening fleeces must tlie swain behold. 

That e'er with doric pipe essays to please. 

I saw my friends in evening circles meet ; 

I took my vocal reed, and tun'd my lay ; 
I heard them say my vocal reed was sweet :-^ 

Ah, fool ! to credit what I heard them say. 

Hl-fated bard ! that seeks his skill to ^ow. 
Then courts the judgment of a friendly car; 

Not the poor veteran, that permits his foe 
To guide his doubtful step, has more to fear. 

Nor could my G— mistake the critic's laws, 

nil pious Friendship mark'd the pleasing way : 
Welcome such error! ever bless'd the cause ! 
' Ev'n though it led me boundless leagues astray. 

Couldst thou reprove me, when I nurs'd the flame, 
On listening Cherwell's osier banks reclinfd ? 

While foe to Fortune, unseduc'd by Fame, 
I sooth'd the bias of a careless mind. 

Youth's gentle kindred. Health and Love, were met ; 

What though in Alma's guardian arms I playM ? 
How shall the Muse those vacant hours forget ? 

Or deem that bliss by solid cares repaid ? 

*Writleii after tiMdMih oC Mr. P»p«. 
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Thou know'st how transport thrills the tender hreast 
Where Love and Fancy fix their opening reign ; 

How Nature shines, in livelier colours dress'd. 
To bless their union, and to grace their train. 

So first when Phoebus met the Cyprian qiieen, 
' Andfarour'd Rhodes beheld their passion erown'd. 

Unusual flowers enrich'd the painted green. 
And swift spontaneous roses blushed around. 

Now sadly lorn, from Twit'nam's widow'd bow'r 
The drooping Muses take their casual way. 

And where they stop a flood of tears they pour. 
And where they weep no more the fields are gay. 

Where is the dappled pink, the sprightly rose ? 

The cowslip's golden cup no more I see : 
Park and discolour'd every flower that blows 

To form the garland. Elegy ! for thee — 

Enough of tears has wept the virtuous dead ; 

Ah ! might we now the pious rage control! 
HushM be my g^ef ere every smile be fled. 

Ere the deep-swelling sigh subvert the soul ! 

If near some trophy spring a stripling bay, 
Pleas'd we behold the graceful umbrage rise -, 

But soon, too deep it works its baneful way. 
And low on earth the prostrate ruin lies^* 

* Alludes to what it reported of |be bay-tree, that if it is |iliuKed 
too near the vaUs of an edifice, its roots wiQ work their way on* 
demeath, till they destroy the foundation. 
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ttX DXSCBIBSt BIS BIBDmBBSTBBXXSS. 
TO A FRIEND. 

I btb'bb must tinge my lip with Celtic wines ; 

The pomp of India must I ne'er display; 
Nor boast the produce of Peruvian mines. 

Nor with Italian sounds deceive the day. 

Down yonder brook my crystal beverage flows ; 

My grateful sheep their annual fleeces bring; 
Fair in my garden buds the damask rose. 

And from my grove I hear the throstle sing. 

My fellow swains ! avert your dazzled eyes ; 

In vain aUur'd by glittering spoils they rove ; 
The Fates ne'er meant them for the shepherd's prize 

Yet gaye them ample recompense in love. 

They gave you vigour from your parents' veins ; 

They gave you toils; but toils your sinews brace- 
They g^ve you nymphs that own their amorous pain% 

And shades, the refuge of the gentle race. 

To carve your loves, to paint your mutual flames, - 
See ! pohsh'd fair, the beech's friendly rind ! 

To sing soft ci^ls to your lovely dames. 
See vocal grots, and echoing vales assign'd f 

Wouldst thou, my Strephon, Lovers delighted slave ! 

Though sure ^e wreaths of chivalry to share. 
Forego the ribbon thy Matilda gave. 

And giving, bade thee in remembrance wear i 

111 ftre my peace, but every idle toy. 
If to my mind my Delia's form it brings, 

Has truer worth, imparts sincerer joy. 
Than all that bears the radiant stamp of kings. 

Vol. xxrv. F 
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O my soul weeps« my breast with angukh bleeds. 
When Love deplores the tyrant power of Gain ! 

Disdaining riches as the futile weeds, 
I rise superior, and the rich disdain. 

Oftirom the stream alow-wandering down the glad^ 
Pensive I hear the nuptial peal rebound ; 

• Some miser weds (I cry) the captive maid. 
And some fond lover sickens at the sound/ 

Not Somervile, the Muse's friend of old ! 

Though now exalted to yon ambient sky. 
So shun'd a soul distain'd with earth and gold. 

So lov'd the pure, the generous breast, as I. 

Scorn'd be the wretch that quits his genial bowl. 
His loves, his friendships, ev^n his self resigns ; 

Perverts the sacred instinct of his soul. 
And to a ducat's dirty sphere confines. 

But come, my Friend! with taste, with science blest, 
Ere age impair me, and ere gold sdlure ; 

Restore thy dear idea to my breast. 
The rich deposit shall the shrine secure. 

Let others toij to gain the sordid ore. 
The ch^d?ms of independence let us sing; 

Bless'd with thy friendship, can I wish for more ? 
Ill spurn the boasted wealth of Lydia's king.* 

TO FOMTUJVJE, 

SUOeSSTIITG HIS VOTIVE POR SSriKIirG AT HSB Dli- 

PBirSATIONS. 

Ask not the cause why this rebellious tongue 
Loads with fresh curses thy detested sway ; 

Ask not, thus branded in my softest song, 
Wxy stimds the flattered name which all obey? 

* Croiiit. 
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^Tis not that in my shed I lurk forlorn. 
Nor see my roof on Parian columns rise -, 

That on this breast no mimic star is bome^ 
Rever'd, ah ! more than those th%t light the skies. 

'Tis not» that on the turf supinely laid, 
I sing or pipe, but to the flocks that graze ; 

And, all inglorious, in the lonesome shade 
My finger stiffens* and my voice decays. 

Not, that my iancy mourns thy stem commandt 
When many an embryo dome ia lost in air ; 

l¥hile g^uardian Prudence checks my eager handt 
Andy ere the turf is broken^ cries, 'Forbear: 

< Forbear, vain Youth ! be cautious, weigh thy gold. 
Nor let yon rising cralumn mora aspire; 

Ah ! better dwell in ruins than behold 
Thy fortunes mouldering, and thy domes entire. 

* Honorio built, but dar'd my laws defy ; 

He planted, scornful of my sage commands^ 
The peach's yemal bud regal'd his eye. 
The fiiutage ripen'd for more frugal hands. 

* See the small stream, that pours its murmuring tide 

(Ver some rough rock that would its wealth dis- 
Diaplays it aught but penury and pride ? [plAy» 
Ah! construe wisely what such murmurs say. 

*How would some flood, with ampler treasures 
Disdainful view the scantling drops distil ! [blest. 

How must Velino* shake his reedy crest ! 
How every cygnet mock the boastive rill !* 

Fortune ! I yield : and see, I ^ve the agn ; 

At noon the poor mechanic wanders home, 
Collects the square, the level, and the line. 

And with retorted eye forsakes the dome. 
• A rivor in lialf , that i^ 100 jaidt perpenfficQlar. 
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Yes, I can patient view the shadeless plains; 

Can unrepining leave &e rising waU ; 
Check the fond love of art that fired my veins. 

And my warm hopes in full pursuit recal. 

Descend, ye storms ! destroy my rinng pile ; 

LoosM be the whirlwind's unremitting sway ; 
Contented I, although the gazer smile 

To see it scarce survive a winter's day. 

Let some dull dotard bask in thy gay shrine, 
As in the sun regales his wanton herd ; 

Guiltless of envy, why should I repine 
That his rude voice, his grating reed's prefer'd f 

Let him exult, with boundless wealth supplied, 
Ifine and the swain's reluctant homage share ; 

But, ah T his tawdry shepherdess's pride, 
Gods ! must my Delia, must my Delia bear } 

Must Delia's softness, elegance, and e^se. 
Submit to Marian's dress f to Marian's gold f 

Must Marian's robe from distant India please ? 
The simple fleece my Delia's limbs enfold ^ 

* Yet sure on Delia seems the russet fair ; 

Ye glittering daughters of Disguise, adieu !' 
So talk the wise, who judge of shape and air. 

But will the rural thane decide so true? 

Ah ! what is native worth esteem'd of clowns? 

'Tis thy false glare, O Fortune I thine they see ; 
'Tis for my Delia's sake I dread thy frowns^ 

And my last gasp shall corses breathe on thee. 
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HE COMPlAnrS HOW 800W THB PIiSAUHft JfOTBlTT 0» 

UFS IB oyxB. 

TO BIR.— JF.» 

Ah me ! niy Friend ! it will not, will not last ! 

This fairy scene that cheats our youthful eyes ; 
The charm dissolves ; the' aerial muac's past; 

The banquet ceases, and the vision flies. 
Where are the splendid forms, the rich perfumes, 
Where the gay tapers, where the spacious dome ? 
Vanished the costly pearls, the crimson flumes. 

And we, delightless, left to wander home ! 
Vain now are books, the sage's wisdom v^n ! 

What has the world to bribe our steps astray ? 
Ere Reason learns by studied kws to reign. 

The weaken'd passions, self-«ubdued, obey. 
Scared has the sun seven annual courses roU'd, 

Scarce shown the whole that Fortune can supply. 
Since not the miser so carass'd his gold 

As I, for what it gave, was heard to sigh. 
On the world's stage I wish'd some sprightly part, 

To deck my native fleece with tawdry lace ! 
'Twas life, 'twas taste, and— oh, my fooUsh heart ! 

Substantial joy was fix'd in power and place. 
And you, ye works of Art ! allur'd mine eye. 

The breathing picture and the living stone: [d«ny, 
« Though gold, though splendour. Heaven and Fate 

Tet might I call one Titian stroke my own !' 
Smit with the charms of Fame, whose Idvely spoil. 

The wreath, the gJkrland, fire the poet's pride ; 
1 trini'd my lamp, consumed the midnight oil- 
But soon the paths of health and fame divide ! 
• P«*rtily Jl«f * the autbor of Wgeldll, and o«to»o^ 
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Of jt too I pray'd, 'twas Nature form'd the pray'r. 
To grace my native scenes, my rural home ; 

To see my trees express their planter's care. 
And gay, on Attic models, raise my dome. 

But now tis o'er, the dear delusion's o'er ! 

A stagnant breezcless air becalms my soul ; 
A fond aspiring candidate no more, 

I scorn the palm before I reach the goal. 

O youth ! enchgnting stgige, profusely bless'd! 

Blias ev'n obtrusive courts the frolic mind ; 
Of health neglectful, yet by health caresis'd. 

Careless of favour, yet secure to find. 

Then glows the breast, as opening roses fair ; 

More free, more vivid, than the linnet's wing ; 
Honest as Hght, transparent ev'n as air. 

Tender as buds, and lavish as the spring. 

Not all the force of manhood's active might, 
Not all the craft to subtle age assign'd. 

Not science shall extort that dear deUght, 
Which gay delusion gave the tender mind. 

4 

Adieu, soft raptures! transports void of care! 

Parent of raptures, dear deceit! adieu ; 
And you, her daughters, piniAg with despair. 

Why, why so soon her fleeting steps pursue ^ 

Tedious again to curse the drizzling day ! 

Again to trace the wintry tracts of snow ! 
Or, sooth'd by vernal airs, again survey 

The self-same hawthorns bud» and cowslips blow I 
O Kfe ! how soon of every bliss forlorn ! 

We start false joys, and urge the devious race ; 
A tender prey ; tiiat cheers our youthful mom. 

Then anks untimely, and defrauds the chase. 
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HIS HECJlATT^TJO^r, 

No more the Muse obtrudes her thin disguise, 
No more with aukward faUacy complains 

How every fervor from my bosom flies, 
And Reason in her lonesome palace reigns. 

Ere the chill winter of our days arrive. 
No more she paints the breast from passion free ; 

I feel, I feel one loitering wish survive — 
Ah ! need I, Florio, name that wish to thee ? 

The star of Venus ushers in the day. 

The first, the loveliest of the train that shine ! 

The star of Venus lends her brightest ray,. 
When other stars their friendly beams resign. 

Still in my breast one soft de^e remains. 
Pure as that star, from guilt, from interest, free ; 

Has gentle Delia tripp'd across the plains. 
And need I, Fiorio, name that wish to thee ? 

While, cloy'd to find the scenes of life the same, 
I tune with careless hand my languid lays. 

Some secret impulse wakes my former flame. 
And fires my strain with hopes of brighter days. 

I slept not lung beneath yon rural bowers, 
And lo ! my crook with flowers adorn'd I see ; 

Has gentle Delia bound my crook with flowers. 
And need I, Florio, name my hopes to thee ? 
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TO A FRIEJ^D, 
oir 801CX SUGHT occASioiT ssTiLiireu) rsov KIK. 

Health to my friend, and many a cheerful day! 

Around his seat may peaceful shades abide ! 
Smooth flow the minutes, fraught with smiles, aways 

And till they crovm our union gently gUde ! 

Ah me ! too swiftly fleets our vernal bloom ! 

Lost to our wonted friendship, lost to joy ! 
Soon may thy breast the cordial wish resume. 

Ere wintty doubt its tender warmth destroy ! 

Say, were it ours, by Fortune's wild command, 
Bv chance to meet beneath the torrid zone* 

Wouldst thou reject thy Damon's plighted hand ? 
Wouldst thou with scorn thy once-lov'd friend 
disown? 

life is that stranger land, that alien clime : 
Shall kindred souls forego their social claim ? 

Launch'd in the rast abyss of space and time. 
Shall dark suspicion quench the generous flame? 

Myriads of souls, thatknew one parent mould. 
See sadly severed by the laws of Chance ! 

Myriads, in Time's perennial list enroU'd, 
Forbid by Fate to change one tranment glance ! 

But we have met— where ills of every form. 
Where passions rage, and hurricanes descend; 

Say, shall we nuvse the vage, assist the storm. 
And g^de them to the bosom-— of a friend ? 

Tes, we have met-*4hrough rapine, fraud, and 
wrong: 

Might our joint aid the paths of peace explore ! 
Why leave thy friend amid the boisterous throng. 

Stare death divide us^ and we part no more ? 



For, oh ! pale Sickness warns thy friend away; 

For me no more the vernal roses bloom ! 
I see stem Fate his ebon wand display. 

And p<%t the wither'd regions of tiie tomb. 

Then the keen anguish from thine eye shall start. 
Sad as thou foHow'st my untimely bier ; 

' Fool that I was — ^if friends so soon most part,— 
To let suspicion intermit a fear/ 



BSCLiiriNo Air imriTATioir to Tisrr FOBsieK 

OOUHTHIXS, he takes OCCASIOIT to IITTIMATB 
THE ABYANTAfiES OB HIS OWB*. 

TO lOBB TXJCPIiS. 

Whiib others, lost to friendship, lost to love. 
Waste their best minutes on a foreign strand. 

Be mine with British nymph or swain to rove. 
And court the genius of my native Isoid. 

Deluded youth ! that quits these verdant plains. 

To catch the follies of an alien soil ! 
To win the vice lus genuine soul disdsdns. 

Return exultant, and import the spoil ! 

In vain he boasti^ of bis detested prize ; 

No more it blooms^ to British climes convey'd : 
Cramp'd by the impulse of ungenial skies. 

See its fresh vigour in a moment fade ! 

The' exotic folly knows its native clime. 
An aukward stranger, if we waft it o'er : 

Why then these toils, this costly waste of time. 
To spread soft poison on oar happy shore ? 
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I covet not the pride of foreign looms: 
In search of foreign modes I scorn to rove ; 

Nor for the worthless bird of brii^ter plumes 
Would change the meanest warbler qf my grove. 

No distant clime shall serrile airs impart. 
Or form these limbs with pliant ease to play $ 

Trembling I view the Gaul's illusive art 
That steals my lov'd rusticity away. 

'Tis long since Freedom fled the' Hesperian clime. 
Her citron groves, her flower-embroider'd shore; 

She saw the British oak aspire sublime. 
And soft Campania's olive charms no more. 

Let pa^tisl suns mature the western mine. 
To shed its lustre o'er the' Iberian maid ; 

Mien, beauty, shape, O native soil! are thine; 
Thy peerless daughters ask no, foreign aid. 

Let Ceylon's envied plant* perfume the seas, 
Till torn to season the Batavian bowl ; 

Ours is the breast whose genuine ardours please. 
Nor need a drug to meliorate the soul. 

Let the proud Soldan wound the' Arcadian g^ves^ 
Or with rude lips the' Aonian fount profane ; 

The Muse no more by flowery Ladon roves, 
She seeks her Thomson dn the British plain. 

Tell not of realms by ruthless wa^Mtiismay'd ; 

Ah, ha{dess realms ! that wars*^ oppression feel : 
In vun may Austria boast her Noric blade. 

If Austria bleed beneath her boasted steel. 

Beneath her palm Idume vents her moan ; 

Raptur'd, she once beheld its friendly shade; 
And hoary Memphis boasts her tombs idbne, 

The Moumfid types of mighty power deca/d ! 

• The dmuunsn. 
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; So crescent here displayB its banefiil horns ; 

No turban'd host the voice of Truth reproves ; 
j hextmng^a free Source the sage's breast adorns, 
^ And poets» not inglorious, chant their loves. 

' Boast, favour'd Media ! boast thy flowery stores; 

Thy thousand hues by chemic suns refinM ; 
I 'Tis not the dress or mien my soul adores, 

'Tis the rich beauties of Britannia's mind. 

I While Grenville's*breast could virtue's stores afford, 
> What envied flota bore so &ir a freight f 
The mine compar'd in vain its latent hoard. 
The gem its lustre, and the gold its weight. 

Thee,Grenville! thee,with calmest courage fraught ! 

Thee, the lov'd image of thy native shore ! 
Thee, by the Virtues arm'd, the Graces taught ! 

When shall we cease to boast or to deplore ? 

Presumptuous War, which could thy life destroy, 
What shall it now in recompense decree ? 

While friends, that merit every earthly joy, . 
Feel every anguish ; feel— the loss of thee !* 

Bid me no more a servile realm compare. 
No more the Muse of partial praise arraign ; 

Britannia sees no foreign breast so fair, 
And if she glory, glories not in vain. 

• Written alMiit the time of Gaptain 
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/JV MEMORY OF A PRIVATE FAMILY f 

VBi WOBCBgTSSSHIBS. 

Fbom a lone tower with reverend ivy crown'd. 
The pealing* bell awak'd a tender sigh ; 

Still as the village caught the waving sound, 
A swelling tear ^stream'd from every eye. 

So droop'd, I ween, each Briton's breast of old. 
When the dull curfew spoke their freedom fled ; 

For sighing as the mournful accent roU'd, 
* Our hope, (they cried) our kind support, is dead! 

'Twas good Palemon !— Near a shaded pool, 
A group of ancient elms umbrageous rose ; 

The flocking rooks, by Instinct's native rule. 
This peaceful scene for their asylum chose. 

A few small spires, to gothic fancy fair. 
Amid the shades emerging, struck the view; 

'Twas here his youth respir'd its earliest aur j 
Twas here his age breath'd out its last adieu. 

One favour'd son engaged his tenderest care ; 

One pious youth his whole aflection crowa'd \ 
\Ti his young breast the virtues sprung so fair. 

Such channs dispUy'd,such sweets difius'd around. 

But whilst gay transport in his face appears, 
A noxious vapour clogs the poison'd sky. 

Blasts the fair crop— the sire is drown'd in tews^ 
And, scarce surviving, sees his Cynthio die ! 

* llie PenDs of Hailwroiigli ; a place wboie Mine in the Sunn 
laDgoage alludet to an army: and there is a tradition dial theie 
was a battle fought on the Dovns adfoininf , betwixt the Hcitna 
and the Romani. 
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(Ver the pale cone we saw him gently bead ; 

Heart-chill'd with grief—' My thread, (he cried) 
* is span ! 
If Heaven had meant I should my life extend. 

Heaven had preserved my life's support, my son! 

' Snatch'd in thy prime ! alas, the stroke were mild. 
Had my frail form obey'd the Fates' decree ! 

Bless'd were my lot, O Cynthio ! O my child ! 
Had Heaven so pleas'd, and I had died for thee/ 

Five sleepless nights he stem'd this tide of woes; 

Five irksome suns he saw, through tears, foriom: 
On his pale corse the sixth sad morning rose ; 

From yonder dome the mournful bier was borne. 

Twas on those downs*, by Boman host annoy'd, 
Fodght our bold fathers, rusdc, unrefin'd ! 

Freedom's plain sons, in martial cares employ'd ; 
They ting'd their bodies, but luunask'd their 
mind. 

Twas there in happier times, this virtuous race. 
Of milder meri^ fix'd their cahn. retreat ; 

War's deadly crimson had forsook the place. 
And Freedom fondly lov'd the chosen seat. 

No wild Ambition fir'd their tranquil breast. 
To swell with empty sounds a spotless name ; 

If fostering skies, the sun, the shower were bless'd* 
Their bounty spread; their fields' extent the 
same. 

Those fields, profuse of raiment, food^ and fire,. 
. They scom'd to lessen, careless to extend ; 
Bade Luxury to lavish courts aspire. 
And Avarice to city breasts descend. 
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None to a ▼irgiii'ft mind preferM li«r dcWV^ 
To fire with Ticious hopes ft modest heir : 

The sire in place of titles, wealth, or povf*r, 
Assi^M him Tirtue ; and his lot was lair. 

They spoke «f ^brtane as some doubtful dame; 

liiat swayed the natires of a distant sphierc ; 
From Lucre's vagprant sons had leam'd her Cembc^ 

But never wish'd to pbtce her bamiecs here. 

Here youth's frefe spirit, innocentl^f gay. 
Enjoyed the most that innocence can give ; 

Those wholesorae streets that bovder Vatue's imy ; 
Those cooling fruity that we may taste and live. 

Their board no strange ambiguous viand bore ; 

From their own streams their choicer fiure they 
To lure the scaly glutton to the 8hore» [drew^ 

The sole deceit their artless bosom knew. 

Sincere themselves, ah ! too secure to find 
The common bosom, like their own, sincere. 

'Tis its own guih aUrms the jealous mind ; 
Tis her own p<»son bids l^e viper fear. 

SketehM on the lattice of the* adjacent fane. 
Their suppfiant busts implore the reader^s pn^'r: 

Ah ! gentle soeb! enjoy your bfissfhl icign> 
And kt fieail Bwrtais daim your guardiaa cue. 

For sure to blissful realms the souls are f own. 

That never ftatter*d, injur'd, censur'd, strove; 
The friends of Science ! music all their own ; 

Husie, the veke of Virtue and of Love ! 
The jodmeymg peasml, through the seeret shade. 

Heard their 9&h lyres engage bis listenh^ ear» 
And haply deem'd some courteous angel i^y'd i 

No angel play'd— tet might with transport hear. 
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For these the floumis that chase veahicfy Strife^ 
Solye Envy's charm, AmbitiQn's wretch release, 

Baise him to spura the radiant ills of life. 
To yaty pomp, to be content with peace. 

Farewell, pure spirits ! Tsin the praise we give. 
The praise yoa sought from lips angelic flows ; 

Farewell ! the Tirtues which deserve to Mve 
Deserve an ampler bliss than life bestows. 

Last of his race, Falemon* now no more 
The modest merit of his line displayed ; 

Then pious Hough Vigomia's mitre wore— 
Soil sleep the dust of each deserving shade. 



■I SUOOESTS THE ASYASTAOSS OF BIRTH TO A FERSOir 
OF MXaiT, AVD THS FOLLT OF A SVFBBCieBIOVSirBSA 

■nrAT IS Bini.T rrpoir that soib foithbatioh. 

WsBir genius, grae'd with lineal splendour, glows, 
When title shines^ with ambient viitues crowned s 

like some fair almond's flowery pomp^ it shows 
The prides the perfume, of the regions round. 

Then learn, ye fur ! to soften splendour's ray; 

Endure the swsin, the youth of low degree ; 
Let meelBness join'd its temperate beam displsy ; 

Tis the mild verdure that endears the tree. 

Fity the sandal'd swain, the shepherd's boy; 

He sighs to brighten a neglected name; 
Foe to the dull appulseof vulg]sr joy. 

He inoums his lot ; he wishes, merits^ AMB^. 
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In VM to groves and pathless vaks we fly ; 

Ambition there the bowery haunt invades ; 
Fame's awful rays fatigue the courtier's eye, [shades. 

But gleams still lovely through the chequer'd 

Vainly to guard from Love's unequal chain. 
Has Fortune rear'd us in the rural grove i 

Should ****'s eyes illume the desert plain, 
E'vn I may wonder, and e'vn 1 must love; 

Nor unregarded sighs the lowly hind ; 

Though you contemn, the gods respect his vow ; 
Vindictive rage awaits the scornful mind. 

And veng^eance too severe ! the gods allow. 

On Sarum's plain I met a wandering fair; 

The look of sorrow, lovely still, she bore ; 
Loose flow'd the soft redundance of her hair. 

And on her brow a flowery wreath she wore. 

Oft stooping as she stray'd, she cull'd the pride 
Of every plain ; she pUlag'd every grove : 

The fading chaplet daily she supplied. 
And still her hand some various garland wove. 

Erroneous Fancy shaped her wild attire { 
From Bethlem's walls the poor lymphatic stray'd ; 

Seem'd with her air her accent to conspire. 
When as wild Fancy taught her, thus she said : 

* Hear me, dear youth, oh! hear an hapless maid. 
Sprung from the sceptred line of ancient kings V 

Scom'd by the world, I ask thy tender aid j 
Thy gentle voice shall whisper kinder things. 

< The worid is frantio-~fly the race profane — 
Nor I nor you shall its compassion move ; 

Come, fUendly let us wander and complain. 
And teU me, shepherd ! hast thou seen my love f 
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* My love if yoiiiig'«4nit other Idves ne young ! 

And other loves «re fau% and so U mine ; 

An air divine disdoeea whence he sprung; 

He ia my We who boasts that air divine. 

'No vulgar Damon robs me of my rest ( 

lanthe Hstens to no vulgsr vow ; 
A prince»^m gods desc e nded,. fires her breast; 

A brillanft crown distinguishes his brow. 

' What, shall I stain the glories of my race, [beam ^ 
More clear, more lovely bzi^^ than Hespev's 

iThe {Kffcelain piue with vulgar dirt dehase ? 
Or mix with puddle the pellucid stream ? 

* See through these veins the sapphire current shine! 

Twas Jove's own nectar gave the' ethereal hue : 
Can base plebeian terns contend with mine. 
Display the lovely white, or match the blue ? 

■ The planter strove to trace its a;Kure ray ; 

He ch»ng*d his «oloQr% and in vjain he strove : 
He frown'd— 1, smiling, view'd the faint essay :— 
Poor youth t he Uttle knew it.jftow'd ffom Jove. 

* Piling his tml, the wondrous truth 1 toid* 

iiow amorous Jove trepan'd a mortal Isir ; 
How through the race the genenous ^susrent roU^d, 
And mocks the poet's art loid painter'a cairc. 

■ Tea^ from tht gqdi^ .fixMi ewliest tetnni aptung 

Ow^enered *aee, through dcmigoda conv^d ; 
And he, aUied to FhaeiHii^ «ver youngs 
My godiSEO boy ! must wed their di^ous saaid. 

* Oft, when a mortal vow profimes my eara^ 

My sirens dread fiiiy murmura through the aky ! 
And ahould I yieUU-hia instant rage appearsr 
He darta the' uplifted vengeance— «iid I die. 

B2 
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' Have you not heifrd unwonted thunders roll ? 

Have you not seen more horrid Hghtningps glare? 
''twas then a vulgar love ensnar'd my soul; 

'Twas then—- I hardly 'scap'd the fktal snare. 

' 'Twas then a peasant pour'd his amorous vow, 
AU as I listen^ to his vulg^ stram ,*<^ 

Yet such his beauty — ^would my bjrth allow. 
Dear were the youth, and blissful were the plain. 

' But, oh ! I faint ; why wastes my vernal bloom. 
In fruitless searches ever doomi'd to rove f 

My nightly dreams the toilsome path resume^ 
And shaU I die — ^before I find my love ? 

' When last I slept, methought my ravished eye. 
On distant heaths his radiant form surveyed ; 

Though night's thick clouds encompass'd all the sky 
The gems that bound his brow dispell'd the shade. 

< Oh how this bosom kindled at the sight ! 

Led by their beams I urg'd the pleasing chas^. 
Till on a sudden these withheld their light— 

iUl, all things envy the subhme embrace. , 

' But now no more-^ehind the distant grove 
Wanders my destin'd youth, and chides my stay: 

.See, see ! he grasps the steel — ^forbear, my love-77 
lanthe comes ; thy princess hasets away.' 

Scon^ul she ^loke, and heedless of j?eply. 
The lovely maniac bounded o'er the plain. 

The piteoua victim of an angry aky ! 
Ahme! the victim of her proud disdain. 
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HE INDULGES THE SUGGESTIONS OF SPLEEN : 
▲ir BUBOT TO THX WUTSB. 



£ole ! namqiie tiU diTiun Ftter atqae hominiim nx, 
£t moleere dedit mentes et tollera reniiK 

O JMm 1 10 diee, the aiveraifreme 

Of gods and men, the migh^ power beqaeadiM 

To route or to assaage the human mind. 



Stsav monarch of the winds! admit my pray'r; 

A while thy Airy check, thy storms confine ; 
No triyial bh»t impels the pasnve air, 

Bot brews a tempest in a breast like mine. 

What bands of black ideas spread their wings ! 

The peaceful regions of ccmtent invade ! 
IVith deadfy poison taint the crystal springs ! 

With noisome yapour blast the verdant shade ! 

1 know their leader. Spleen, and the dread sway 

Of i^gid Enras, his detested sire ; 
Thr^mgh one my blossoms and my fruits decay ; 
Through one my pleasures and my hopes expire. 

Like, some pale stripling, when his icy way, 
Relentiiig, yields beneath the noontide beam, 

2 stand aghast ; asid chilFd with fear, survey 

How ht Tre tempted iife's deceitful stream. 

Where, by remorse impelPd, r^rals'd by fean^ 
Shall wretched Faney a retreat explore ? 

She flieA the sad presage of coming yean^ 
Jkadf ioBNumigtdw^^ on pleaauresnow nomore. 
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Agm with patrons an^ritli Mends she rovei^ 
But friends and patlRis never to return ; 

She sees the Nymphs, the Graces, and the Loves, 
But sees them weeping o*er Lucinda's urn. 

She vints, liss ! thy forsaken stream ; 

Oh ! ill forsaken for Bceotian air ; 
She deems no flood reflects so blight a beann 

No reed so verdant, and no flowers so fair. • 

fihe deems beneath t}iy sacred shades were peace. 

Thy bays might ev*n the civil storm repel j 
Reviews thy social bliss, thy learned ease. 

And with no cheerful accent cries— Farewell ! 

Farewell, with whom to these retreaU I strs^d* 
By youthftd sports, by youthAil toilm alfied^ 

Joyous we sojoum'd in thy circling shade. 
And wept to find the pii^s of life dbide. 

She punts the progress of my rival's vow. 
Sees every Muse a partial ear indiite. 

Binds with luxuriant bays his fitvoor^d brew. 
Nor yields die refose of his wreath to iniiie. 

She bids the flattering mirror, form'd to please^ 
Now blast my hope, now vindicate despair ; 

Bids my fond verse the love-dck pariey ceaae^ 
Accuse my rigid frte, acquit my ftir. 

Where dfeliog rocks defend some pathleM vale, 
SupeiAiMua mortal ! let me ever reve ( 

Alas ! there echo will repeat the tal»— 
Where ahatt I And the ailcBt acenes I Wve f 

Faift. would I mourn my luokless fate aloae, 
Fort>idto iplease, yet ftted to adaite ; 

Away, my IHenda! eay sorrows are my e«ni $ 
11^ ahMrid I IhimOm «M«i4, ny «8k 4e«pe ? 
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Bear me, ye winds ! indulgent to my pains. 

Near some sad ruin's ghastly shade to dwell ; 
There let me ibndly eye the rude remains. 

And from the mouldering refuse build my cell. 
Cienius of Rome ! thy prostrate pomp display. 

Trace every dismal proof of Fortune's pow'r; 
Let me the wreck of theatres survey. 

Or pensive sit beneath some nodding tow'r. 
Or where some duct^ by rolling seasons worn. 

Conveyed pure streams to Rome's imperial wallj 
Near the wide breach in silence let me mourn. 

Or tune my dirges to the water's fall. 
Genius of Carthage! paint thy ruin'd pride ; 

Towers, arches, fanes, in wild confusion strown -, 
^ Ltet banish'd Marius,* louring by thy side. 

Compare thy fickle fortunes with his own. 
Ah no ! thou monarch of the storms ! forbear ; 

My trembling nerves abhor thy rude control. 
And scarce a pleasing twilight soothes my care. 

Ere one vast death-like darkaess shocks my soul. 
Forbear thy rage — on no perennial base 

Is built frail Fear, or Hope's deceitful pile ; 
My pains are fled — ^my joy resumes its place. 

Should the. sky brighten, or Melissa smile* 

* ' looiiemqiie ritam in tiig;ario^ rainaniia Carthagineiuiaiii tOr 
lenivitfCiim Bfarium uMpicienfCarthal|;ineiii, illamtueDt Msrimi, 
•Iter alteri po«ent ease aobtio.* Ltv. 

EXPLANATION. 
Marias 'endured a life of poverty ander shelter of the Cardiag*- 
nian mint; and while he contemplated Cftrthage, and Carthage be. 
held him, they might be Mid mntually to raonble and aceon t 
fur eadi other. 
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BE REPEATS THE SOJ^G OF COLlff, 

A DISOERNINO SHBPHERDy 
Lucurmre thx statx of ths woollbh kairtfac- 



TORT. 



Ergoomu ttodio f^Mwni ventoMivc nsruGiy 

ijmo nioiueft BIm eune laottalM c^wtM^ 

Avertet: TietaAiqaefbret. YIRjQb 

Tliou, therefore, fai proportion to tlKir lack 
OThaman aid, with all thy care defend 
From ficoaea leaiom and tndeneBt UaMiy 
And giv»thfem tiandx fiiod. 



NxAB Aron^s bftiik» on Arden's floweiy plioB, 
A tuneful ghepherd* cbarm'd the litteniDg w«vet 

And sunny GottoP fondly lov'd the strainy 
Yet not ft garland crowns the shepherd's grave ! 

Oh ! loat Ophelia ! smoothly flow'd tho day. 
To feel Ut music with my flames «gree» 

To tast« the beauties of his melting lay. 
To taste, and fancy it was dear to thee« 

When lor his tomb, with eadi revolTing year» 

I steal the musk-rose from the scented brake,, 
I strew my cowslips, and I pay my tear, 
. 1*11 add the myrtle for Ophelia's sake. 

Shivering beneath a leafiess thorn he lay, [tongue ; 

When death's chill rigour seiz'd his flowing 
The more I found his faltering notes decay. 

The more prophetic truth sublimM the aong. 

•Mr. 
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* Addett n^ Hocks ! (he said) my wonted earey ' 

By sunny mountain or by verdant shore ; 
May some more happy hand your ibid prepare^ 
And may you need your Colin's crook no more ! 

* And you» ye shepherds ! lead my gentle sheep^ 

To breezy hills or leafy shelters lead ; \ 

But if the sky with showers incessant weep, 

Avoid the putrid moisture of the mead. 

* Where the wild thyme perfumes the purpled heatl^ 

liOng loitering, there your fleecy tribes extend-* 
But what avails the maxims I bequeath f 
The fruitless gift of an officious friend) 

* Ah ! what avails the timorous lambs to guatd, 

Though nightly cares with daily labours joiii» 
If foreign sloth obtun the rich reward. 
If Gaiia^s craft the ponderous fleece purloin f 

* Wa* it for this, by constant vigils worn, 

I met the terrors of an early grave f 
For this I led 'em from the pointed thorn f 
For this I bathM 'em in the lucid wave t 

* Ah ! heedless Albion ! too benignly prdne 

Thy blood to lavish and thy wealth resign! 
Shall every o&er virtue g^ce thy throne. 
But quick-ey'd Prudence never yet be thine ? 

* From tile fur natives of this peerless hill 

Thou gav'st the sl^cep that browze Iberian plains; 
Their plaintive cries the faithless region fifl. 
Their €eece adorns an haughty foe's domains. 

ia.fated flocks; from oiff to diif they stray; 

Far from their dams, their native guardians, far! 
Where the soft sfaepherc^ all the livelong day, 

ChJHUits W$ffrQfif^wiia¥fm^ ^ Ikoarie guhar. 
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* But jllbion's youth her natiye fleece dei^Qse ; 

Unmov'd they hear the pining shepherd's moan , 

In silky folds each nervous Umb disguise, 
Allur'd by every treasure but their own, 

* Oft have I hurried down the rocky steep. 

Anxious to see the wintry tempest drive ; [sheep! 
** Preserve, (said I,) preserve your fleece, my 
Ere long- will Philhs, will my love, arrive." 

* Ere long she came : ah, woe is me ! she came, 

Rob'd in the Gallic loom's extraneous twine ; 
For gifts like these they give their spotless fame. 
Resign their bloom, their innocence resign. 

' Will no bright maid, by worth, by titles known. 
Give the rich growth of British hiUs to &me ? 

And let her charms, and her example, own 
That Virtue's dress and Beauty's are the same r 

' Will no fam'd chief support this generous maid^ 
Once more the patriot's arduous path resume ^ 

And, comely from his native plains ari'ay'd. 
Speak future glory to the British loom I * 

< What power unseen my ravish'd fancy fires ? 

1 pierce the dreary shade of future days; 
Sure 'tis the Genius of the land inspires. 

To breathe my latest breath in * * praise. 

* O might my breath for * * praise suffice. 

How gently should my dying Umbs repose ! 
O might his future glory hles^ nune eyes, 
My ravish'd eyes ! how calmly would they close ! 

** * was bom to spread the general joyn 
By virtue rapt, by party uncontroll'd ; 

Britons for Britain shall the crook employ ; 
Britons for Britain's glory shear the fold,' 
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A64iir the labouring hind inverts the soil; 

Again the n^ei^chant ploughs the tumid w^e; 
Another spring renews th^ soldiei's toil, 

And finds roe vacant in the rural tatre. 

As the soft lyre displayed ray wonted love% 
The pensive pleasure and the tender pain. 

The sordid Alpheus hurried through my groves^ 
Yet stop'd to vent the Rotates of disdain^ 

He glanced Contemptuous o'er my ruin'd fold ; 

He blam'd^the graces of my ^vourite bow^ri 
My breast, unsuUied by the lust of gold ; 

My time, unlaviah'd in pursuit of pow'r. 

Yes,«Alpheu9 ! fly the purer piths of fate $ 
Abjure these scenes, froito venal pasnons free ; 

Know in this grove I vow^d perpetual hate. 
War, endless war, with hicre and ^th thee. 

Here, itobly zealous, in my youthful h6urff 

I dress'd an idtar to Thalia's name ; 
Here, as I crown'd the verdant shrine Whh fl6w*Aj 

Soft on my labours stole the smifing dame. 

* Damon, (she cried) if, pleas'd with honest prauiei 
Thou court success by virtue or by song; 

Fly the false dictates of the venal race. 
Fly the gross accents of the venal tongue^ 

' Swear tfaalt no lucre shall th^ zeal betray ; 

Swerve not thy foot with Fortune's votaries m9>t i 
Brand thou their lives, and brand their lifeless day^^' 

The winning phantom urg'd me, and I swore* 

Vol, XXIV. H 



^ 



d6 auoiEs. 



Forth from the rustic altar swift IstrayM, 
< Aid my firm purpose, ye celestial Pow'rs ? 

Aid me to quell the sordid breast, (I said;} 
And threwmy javelin taw'rds their hostile tow*r8.* 

Think not re^etful I survey the deed» 

Or added years no more the zeal allow ; 
Still, still observant, to the grove I speed. 

The shrine embellish, and repeat the vow. 
Sworn from his cradle Rome's relentless foe. 

Such generous hate the Punic championf bore ; 
Thy lake, O Thrasimene ! beheld it glow. 

And Cannae's walls and Trebia's crimson shore. 
But let g^ve annals paint the warrior's fame ; 

Fair shine his arms in history enroU'd ; 
Whilst humbler lyres lii^ dvil worth proclaixn. 

His nobler hate of avarice and gold. — 

Nor Punic pride its final eve survey'd. 
Its hosts exhausted, and its fleets on fire ; 

Patient the victor's lurid frown obey'd. 
And saw the' unwilling elephants retire. 

But when their gold depress'd the yielding scale» 

Their gold in pyramidic plenty pil'd^ 
He saw the' unalterable grief prevail ; 

He saw their tears, and in his fury smii'd. 

* Think not, (he cried) ye view the smiles of ease^ 

On bis firm breast disclaims a patriot's pain ; 
f smile, but from a soul estranged to peace. 
Frantic with grief, delirious with disdain. I 

* But were it cordial, this detested smile, 

Seems it less timdy than the grief ye show i 
O sons of Carthage ! gi^t me to revile 
The sordid source of your indecent woe. 

•TheaomaiicaKBonyindMiariiiffWir. tHaotabal. 
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• Why weep ye now ? ye aaw with tearless eye 

When your fleet perish'd on the Punic wave ; 
Where lurked the coward tear, the lazy sigh. 
When Tyre's imperial state commenc'd a slave ? 

* *Tis past — O Carthage ! vanquish'd, honoured shade! 

Go, the mean sorrows of thy sons deplore; 
Had Freedom shar'd the vow to Fortune pad. 
She ne'er, like Fortune, had forsook thy shore.' 

He ceas'dr— Abash'd the conscious audience hear, 
Their pallid cheeks a crimson blush unfold. 

Yet o'er that virtuous blush (^streams a tear. 
And falling, moistens their abandon'd gold.* 



B£ COMFAEES BIS Ht7HBLE FORTUKE WITH TBS DI8- 
TBEBS or OTHEKS, AKD HIS SUBJECmoiT TO DKUA 
WITH THE HISE&ABLS SBBVm7D£ Of XJf AVUCAV 
SLATS. 

Wht droops this heart with fiuicied woes foricm ? 

Why sinks my soul beneath each wintry sky? 
What pensive crowds, by ceaselesrlabours worn, 

What myriads wish to be as bless'd as 1 ! 

What though my roof devoid of pomp arise. 
Nor tempt the proud to quit his destin'd way ? 

Nor costly art my flowery dales disg^se. 

Where only simple Friendship deigns to stray ? 

See the wild sons of Lapland's chill domain. 
That scoop th^ir couch beneath the drifted snows! 

How void of hope they ken the frozen plain, 
Where the sharp east for ever, ever blows ! 

* By die cennt feieed upon die CtrtliiciaUiDt by Seipio, thty 
tpere to deliver ap til the elephants, and to pay neur two mUUont 
iterlia^. 
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Slave though I be, to D^elia's eyes tk tUxve^ 
My Delia's eyes endear the bands I wear; 

The sdgh she causey well becomes the brave ; 
The pang she cause% 'tis ev'n bliss to bear. 

See the poor native quit the Libyan shores. 
Ah ! not in love's delightful fetters bound : 

No radiant smile his dying peace restores. 
Nor love, nor fame, norfiiexidahip, heals his wound. 

Let vacant bards display their boasted woes ; 

Shall I the mockery of grief display ? 
No ; let the Muse his piercing pangs disclose. 

Who bleeds and weepa his sum of Ufe away ! 

On the wild beach in mournful g^se he stood. 

Ere the shrill boatswain g^ve the hated sign; 
He drop'd a tear unseen into the flood. 

He stole one secret moment to repine. 
Yet the Muse listen'd to the plaints he made. 

Such moving plaints as Nature could inspire ; 
To me the Muse his tender plea conveyed. 

But smooth'd and suited to the sounding lyre. 

' Why am I ravish'd from my native strand ? 

What savage race protects this impious gun ? 
Shall foreign plagues infest this teeming land, [main^ 

And[ more than sea-bom monsters plough the 

* Here the dire locusts' horrid swarms prevail ; 

Here the blue asps with livid poison swell ; 
Here the dry dipsa writhes his sinuous mail; 
Can we not here secure from envy dweU? 

* When the grim lion urg'd his cruel chase. 

When the stem panther sought his midnight prey; 
What fate reserv'd me for this Christian race ?• 
O nee more poliah'd, more severe^ than iheyi 

* flpoken hf a Sarife. 



* T6 prowling wolves ! pursue my latest cries; 

ThoUf hungry tiger ! leave thy reeking den; 
Ye sandy wastes ! in rapid eddies rise ; 
O tear me from the whips and scorns of men ! 

* Yet in their face superior beauty glows ; 

Are smiles the mien of ra|Hne and of wrong ? 
Yet from their lips the voice of mercy flowsy 
And ev'n religion dwells upon their tongue. 

* Of blissful haunts they tell, and brighter climes. 

Where gentle minds, convey'd by Death, repair ; 
But stjdnM with blood, and crimsonM o'er with 
cnmesi, 
Say, shall they merit what they paint so fair ? 

* No : careless, hopeless of those fertile plains. 

Rich by our toils, and by our sorrows gay ; 
They ply our labours and enhance our pains. 
And leig^ those distant regions to repay. 

' For^them our tusky elephant expires ; 

For them we drain the mine's embowell'd gold ; 
Where rove the brutal nations' wild desires ?— • 

Our limbs are purchas'd, and our life is sold ! 

* Yet shores there are, bless'd shores for us remain. 

And iavour'd isles, with golden fruitage crown'd. 
Where tufted flowerets paint the verdant plain. 
Where every breeze ^uJl med'cine every wound. 

'There the stem t3rrant that embitters life 
Shall, vainly suppliant^ spread his asking hand; 

There shall we view the billows' raging strife. 
Aid the kind breast, and waft his boat to land.' 

H2 
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TAKiire A TiEW Of THS countut fbou his bstibb- 

MEKT, HE IB LED TO MEDITATE ON THE CHA&ACTBB 
OF THE ANCIENT BBITONS. WBITTEN AT THB TUB 

or ABimoinuBii tax upon xuxvbt, 1746. 

Thus Bbumhi sangt^-^What thoi^h unknown ta 
praise, 

Un^TBgeous coverts hide my Muse and me. 
Or mid the rur^ shepherds flow my days : 

Amid the rural shepherds I am free. 

* To view sleek v? ssals crowd a stately haU, 

Say, should I grow myself a solemn ulave i 
To find thy tints, O Titian ! grace my wall. 
Forego the flowery fleldsmy fortune gave ? 

'Lord of my time, my devious path I bend 
Throughlringy woodland, or smootk-shaven iaws. 

Or pensile g^ove, or airy clifl* ascend ; 
And hail the scene liy nature's pencil dra.wn. 

< Thanka he to Fate-*though nor the Taey vine. 

Nor fiitlening olive clothe the fields I roye i 
I Sequestered shades and gurgling founts are miue. 
And every sylvan grot the Muses love. 

* Here if my viata point the mouldeiing pile» 

Where hood and cowl Devotion's aspect wore; 
I trace the tottering relics with a smile. 
To think the mental bondage is no niore. 

' Pleased if the glowing landscape wave with coni» 
Or the tall oaks, my country's bulwark, rise ; 

Pleas'd if mine eye, o'er thousand vallies borne. 
Discern the Cambrian hiQs support the skies. 



SLS0ZM. 91 

* And see, Plinfimmon ! ev'n the youthfol tight 

Scales the proud hill's ethereal cliffs with pain : 
Such, Caer-Caradec ! thy stupendous height. 
Whose ample ^hade obscures the' lernian main. 

' Bleak, joyless regions ! where by science fir'd* 
Some prying sage his lonely step may bend; 

There, by the lolre of novel plants inspired 
Invidious view the clambering goats ascend. 

*■ Yet for those mountains, clad with lasting snow. 
The free-bom Briton left his greenest mead, 

Beceding sullen from his mightier foe. 
For here he saw fair Liberty recede. 

« Then if a chief performed a patriot's part. 
Sustained her drooping sons, repell'd her foes; 

Above or Persian luxe or Attic art. 
The rude majestic monument arose. 

* Progressive ages caroll'd forth his fame. 

Sires to his praise attun'd their children's tongue. 
The hoary druid fed the generous fl^me. 

While in such strains the reverend wizard sung 

*' Go forth, my sons !— for what is vital breath. 
Your gods expell'd, your liberty resign'd ? 

Go forth, ray sons '—for what is instant death 
To souls secure perennial jojra to find ? 

*^ For scenes there are, unknown to war or pain^ 
Where drops the bafan that heals a tyrant's wound; 

Where patriots, bless'd with boundless freedom, 
reign. 
With misletQe's piyateiioi^ garlands orown'd. 



9^ jujions. 

" Such sre the names that grace your mystic 80iig«» 
Your solemn woods resound their martial fire ; 

To you, my sons ! the ritual meed belongs. 
If in the cause you vanquidi or expire. 

<' Hark ! from the sacred oak that crowns the grovea 
What awful voice my raptured bosom warms ! 

This is the favoured moment Heaven approves, 
Sound the shrill trump ; this instant sound, to 
arms." 

* Theirs was the science of a martial race, 

To shape the lance or decorate the shield ; 
Ev'n the fiur virgin stain'd her native grace 
To g^ve new horrors to the tented field. 

* Now for some cheek where guilty blushes glow. 

For some false Florimers impure disguise ; 
The listed youth nor War's loud signal know. 
Nor Virtue's call, nor Fame's imperial iM*ize. 

* Then, if soft concord luU'd their fears to sleep. 

Inert and silent slept the manly car. 
But rush'd horrific o'er the fearful steep. 
If freedom's awful clarion breath'd to war. 

* Now the sleek courtier, indolent and vain, 

Thron'd in the splendid carriage, glides supiine. 
To taint his virtue with a foreign strain. 
Or at a favourite's board lus faith resign. 

* Leave then, O, Luxury ! this happy soil ; 

Chase her, Britannia! to some hostile shore; 
Or fleece the baneful pest with annual spoil*. 
And let thy virtuous offspring weep no more.' 

* AHofct to a vtai apoii luxury, ihm in debate. 
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SSPULTVBE WSKE SO VSSdtrEirTLT TIOLATBB. 

Sat, gentle Sleep ! that lov'st the gloom of nighty 
Parent of dreams ! thou great magician ! say. 

Whence my late vision thus endures the light. 
Thus haunts my fancy through the glare of day. 

The silent moon had scal'd the vaulted skies. 
And anxious Care cesign'd my limbs to rest; 

A sudden lustre struck my wondering eyes. 
And Silvia stood before my couch confessed. 

Ah ! not the nymph so blooming and so gay. 
That led the dance beneath the festive shade. 

But she that, in the morning of her day, 

Entomb'd beneath the grass-g^een sod was laid. 

No more her eyes their wonted radiance cast. 
No more her breast' inspir'd the lover's flame ; 

No more her cheek the Pxstan rose surpassed. 
Yet seem'd her lip's ethereal smile tlie same. 

Nor such her hair as deck'd her living face. 
Nor Buch her voice as charm'd the listening crowd; 

Nor such her dress as heighten'd every g^ace ; 
Alas ! all vanish'd for the mournful shroud. 

Yet seem'd her lip's ethereal charm the same ; 

That dear distinction every doubt remov'd; 
Perish the lover whose imperfect flame 

Forgets one feature of the nymph he lov*d ! 

* Damon,' she said, * mine hour allotted flies } 
Oh ! do not waste it with a fruitless tear : 

Though g^ev'd to see thy Silvia's pale disguise, 
Sui^end thy sorro^f, and {Attentive hear. 



94 3SXiSfiI£B. 

* So may thy muse with virtuoas iame be blessed ! 

So be thy love with mutual love repaid ! 
So may thy bones in sacred silence rest ! 
Fast by the relics of some happier maid! 

* Thou know'st how, lingering on a distant shore, 

Disease invidious nipt my flowery prime ; 
And, oh ! what pangs my tender bosom tore. 
To think I ne'er must view my native clime ! 

* No fHend was near to raise my drooping head. 

No dear companion wept to see me die ; 
** Lodg^ me within my native soil ;** I said, 
" There my fond parents' honour'd relics Ke. 

'* Though now debar*d of each domestic tear. 
Unknown, forgot, I meet the fatal blow; 

There many a fiiend diall grace my woful bier. 
And many a sigh shall rise and tear shall flow." 

'I spoke, nor Fate forebore his trembling spoil ; 

Some venal mourner lent his careless aid. 
And soon they bore me to my native soil, 

Where my fond parents' dear remuns were Iidd. 

'Twas then the youths from every plain and grore 
Adom'd with mournful verse thy Silvia's bier ; 
'Twas then the nymphs their votive garlands wove. 
And strew'd the fragrance of the youthful year. 

' But why, alas ! the tender scene display ? 

Could Damon's foot the pious-path decline ? 
Ah, no ! 'twas Damon first attun'd his lay. 

And sure no sonnet was so dear as thine. 

* Thus was I bosom'd in the peaceful grave. 

My placid ghost no longer wept its doom ; 
When savage robbers every sanction brave. 
And with outrageous guih defraud the tomb. 
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* Shall my poor corse, from hostile realms convey'd. 

Lose the cheap portion of my native sands P 
Or, in my kindred's dear embraces lud t 
Mourn the vile ravage of barfoarian hands? 

* Say, wotdd thy breast no deathlike torture feel» 

To see my limbs the felon's gripe obey ? 
To see them gash'd beneath the daring steel ? 
To crowds a spectre, and to dogs a prey f 

' If Paean's sons these horrid rites require. 
If Health's fair science be by these refin'd ; 

Let guilty convicts for their use expire. 
And let their breathless corse avail mankind. 

Tet har4 it seems when Guilt's last fine is paid. 
To see the victim's corse denied repose ; 

Now, more severe, the poor offenceless maid 
Dreads the dire outrage of inhuman foes. 

' Where is the fmth of ancient pagans fled ? 

Where the fond care the wandering manes claim ? 
Nature, instinctive cries, ** Protect the dead ; 

And sacred be their ashes and their fame \** 

< Arise, dear youth ! ev'n now the danger calls ; 

Ev'n now the villain snuiTs his wonted prey ; 
See ! see ! I lead thee to yon sacred walls — 

Oh ! fly to chase these human wolves away.' 
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REFLECTIOJ^Sy 

SUS6EBTED BT HIS SITTTATIOIT. 

BoRir near the scene for Kenelm's* fate renown'd^ 
I take my plaintive reed, aad range the grove. 

And raise my lay, and bid the rocks resound 
The savage force of empire and of love. 

Fast by the centre of yon varkm» wild« 
Where spreading oaks embower a Gothic faae, 

Kendrida's arts a brother's yputh begfuiFd ; 
There nature urg'd her tenderest pleas in vain. 

Soft o'et his birth, and o'er his infant hours. 
The* ambitious maid could every care employ j 

Then with assiduous fondness cropt the flbw'rs. 
To deck the cradle of the princely boy. 

But soon the bosom^s pleasing calm is flown ; 

Love fires her breast; the sultry passions rise : 
A favour'd lover seeks the Mercian throne. 

And views her Kenelm with a rive's eyes.* 

How kind were Fortune \ ah, how just were Pate ! 

Would Fate or Fortune Mercia's heir remove ! 
How sweet to revel on the couch of state ! 

To crown at once her lover and her love ! 

See, gariiish'd for the chase, the f^midful maid 
To these lone hills direct his devious way; 

The youth,- all prone, the sister- guide obey'd, 
ni-fated youth ! himself the destin'd prey. 

* Kenelm, in the Suon heirtarcby, was heir to the kingdom of 
Merda; bat bdng very young at hii father's death, was, by the ar* 
tifioes of his sister and her lover* deprived of his crown and Hib 
togedier. The body was found in a piece ^ ground near the top 
of Clent Hill, exactly fkctng Mr. Shenstone*s house, near which 
plaee a church was afterwards erected to his memory, still used for 
divine worship, tnd called St. Kenelm*«. SeePlot*s Histoiyof 
StalRnddure. 



But now, nor shag^ bill nor pathless plain 
Forms the lone refu^ of the ailyan game^ 

Since Lyttelton has crown'd the sweet domain 
With softer pleasures and with fairer fame. 

Where the rough bowman uig'd Ms headlong steed. 
Immortal bards, a polish'd race, retire ; [succeed 

And where hoarse scream'd the strepent horn. 
The melting graces of no vulgar lyre. 

See Thomson, Icntering near some limpid well. 

For Britain's friend the verdant wreath prepare ! 
Or, studious of revolving seasons, teU 

How peerless Lucia made all seasons fiiir ! 
See *** from civic garlands fly. 

And in these groves indulge his tuneful vein! 
Or from yon summit, with a guardian's eye, 

Observe how Freedom's hand attires the plain ! 

Here Pope l-^ah, never must that towering mind 
To his lov'd haunts or dearer fiiend return ! 

What art, what friendships ! oh, what fame resign'd! 
—In yonder glade I trace his mournful urn. 

Where is the breast can rage or hate retun. 

And these glad streams and smiling lawns behold? 

Where is the breast can hear the woodland strain^ 
And think fair Freedom well exchang'd for gold? 

Through these soft shades delighted let me stray. 
While o'er my head forgotten suns descend ! 

Through these dear vallies bend my casual way. 
Till setting life a total diade extend ! 

Here far from courts, and void of pompous carea^ 
I'll muse how much I owe mine humbler fate i 

Or shrink to find how much Ambition dares, 
To shine in anguish, and to grieve in state t 

yoL. XXIV. I 
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Canst thou, O Sun ! thftt spotless throne disclose. 
Where her bold arm has left no sanguine stain :* 

Where, show me where, the lineal sceptre glows. 
Pure as the aimple crook that rules the plain ? 

Tremendous pomp ! where hate, ^i^trust, and fe«r. 
In kindred bosoms solve the social tie ; 

There not the parent's smile is half sincere, 
Nor void of art the consort's melting eye. 

There with the friendly wirii, the kindly flmne. 
No face is brightened and no bosoms beat; 

Youth, manhood, age, avow one sordid aim. 
And ev'n the beardless lip essays deceit. 

There cowardRumours walk their murderous roand; 

The glance that more than rural blame instils : 
Whispers that tinged with friendship, doubly wound ; 

Pity that injures, and concern that kills. 

There anger whets, but love can ne^er engage ; 

Caressing brothers part but to revile ; 
There all men smile, and prudence warns the sage 

To dread the &tal stroke of all that sanle. 

There all are rivals ! sbter, son, and sire. 
With horrid purpose hug^ destructive arms ; 

There soft-ey'd maids in murderous plots conspire. 
And scorn the gentler mischief of their charms. 

X^et servile minds one endless watch endure ! 

Day, night, nor hour, their anxious guard resign ; 
But lay me. Fate ! on flowery banks secure. 

Though my whole soul be, like my limbs, sufdne. 

Yes, may ray tongpie disdain a vassal's care ; 

My lyre resound no prostituted lays ; 
More warm to merit, more elate to wear 

The cap of Freedom than the crown of bays. 



SoothM by tbe mummrs of my pebbled flood, 
I wish it not o'er golden sands to flow: 

Cheered by the verdure of my spiral wood, 
I scorn the quarry where no shrub can grow. 

No midnight pangs the shepherd^s peace pursue ; 

His tongue, his hand, attempts no secret wound ; 
He sings his Delia ; and, if she <lie true. 

His love at once and his ambition's crown'd. 



■B rtA&IS OCCASTOS-, FROM THfi FATE OF ELEAITOIl OF 

asxTAoirr*, to si^ogist the imperfect pleasures 
OF a solitart life. 

WsBir Beauty mourns, by Fate's injurious doom. 
Hid from the. cheerful glaiioe of human eye ; 

When Nature's pride inglorious waits the tomb. 
Hard is that (leart which checks the rising sigh. 

Fair Bleonora ! would no gallant mind 
llie cause of Love, the cause of Justice, own? 

Matchless thy charms, and was noUfe resign'd. 
To see them sparkle from their native throne f 

Or had fair Freedom's hand unveil'd thy charms, 
Well might such brows the regal gem resign ; 

Thy radiant mien might scorn the guilt of arms, 
Tet Albion's awful empire yield to thine. 

O shame of Britons ! in one sullen tow^r 
She wet with royal tears her daily cell ; 

She found keen anguish every rose devour : 
They sprung, they shone, they faded, and they fell. 

* Efeanor ofBretagne, the hvftil heiren of the Eiigliib enwn, 
upon (he death of Arthur, in the reign of King John. She wai 
efteemed the beaaty of her time} was imprisoned forty yean 
(till the time of her death) in Btiitol Caitle. 



100 siEons. 

Hirough one dim lattice, fringed with ivy i<6undy 
Succesnve suns a languid radiance threw. 

To paint hpw fierce her angry guardian frowit'd. 
To mark how fast her waning^ beauty flew. 

This Age might bear; then sated Fancy palls. 
Nor warmly hopes what splendour can supply; 

Fond youth incessant moams, if ngid iiralls 
Restrain its listening ear, its cutious eye. 

Believe me •* the pretence is vain ! 

This boasted calm that smooths our early days ; 
For never yet could youthful mind restrain 

The' alternate pant for pleasure and for praise. 

Ev'n me, by shady oak, or limpid spring, 
Ev*n me, the scenes of polish'd life aUure ; 

Some Genius whispers, * Life is on the wing. 
And hard his' lot that languishes obscure. 

* What though thy riper mind admire no more— 

The shining cincture and the broider'd fold 
Can pierce Uke lightning through the figured ore» 
And melt to dross the radiant forms of gold. 

' Furs, ermines, rods, may well attract thy scorn. 
The futile presents of capricious Pow'rl 

But wit, but worth, the public sphere adorn ; 
And who but envies then the social hour t 

* Can Virtue, careless of her pupil's meed. 

Forget how ** sustains the shepherd's cause ? 
Content in shades to tune a lonely reed, 
Kor join the sounding pxan of applause ? 

'For pubfic haunts, impell'd by Britain's weal. 
See Grenville quit the Muse's fkvourite ease ; 

And shall not swains admire his noble zeal ? 
Admiring praise, admiring strive to please ? 
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^ life (says the sage) affords no bliss sincere. 
And courts and cells in vain our hopes renew ; 

But ah !, where Grenville charms the listening ear^ 
'Tis hard to tlunk the cheerless maxim true. 

' The groves may sipile, the rivers gently glide. 
Soft through the vale resound the lonesome lay ; 

E'en thickets yield delight, if taste preside. 
But can they please wh6n Lyttelton's away 

* Pure as the swain's the breast of** glows ; 

Ah, were the shepherd's phrase like his refin'd ! 
But how improv'd the generous dictate flows 
Through the clear medium of a polish'd mind ! 

' Happy the youths who, warm with Britain's love« 
Her inmost wish in ** peiriods hear I 

Happy that in the radiant circle move, 
Attendant orbs, where Lofisdale gilds the sphere! 

* While rural faith, and ev'ry polish'd art. 

Each friendly charm, in *** conspire, 
from public scenes all pensive must you part ; 
All joyless to the greenest fields retire ! 

* Go, plaintive youth ! no more by fount or strean). 

Like some lone halcyon, social pleasure shun ; 
Go, dare the. light; enjoy its cheerful beam^ 
And hail the bright procession of the sun. 

' Then, cover'd by thy ripen'd shades, resume 
The silent walk, no more by passion toss'd ; 

Then seek thy rustic haunts, the dreary gloom. 
Where every art that colours life ia lost.' 

In vain f the listening Made attends in V9aai ! 

Restraints in hostile biinds her motaionA wait-^ 
Yet will I grieve, and sadden all my 8tndn> 

Vfhth injur'd Bcfauty mourns the Muie^s fiite. 

12 
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TO HELTA, WITH SOME FLOWERS . 

GOMPIiAIiriNO HOW MUCH HIB BENEYOLBKCX sSITPI^BS 
OH ACCOUVT OF HIS HUXBXE FOKTUirS. 

Whats'sr could Sculpture's curious i^rt employ, 
Whate'er the lavish hand of Wealth can sbow'r. 

These would I give — and every g^lt enjoy 
That pleas'd my fair— but Fate denies my pow*r. 

Bless'd wtve my lot to feed the social fires ! 

To learn the latent wishes of a friend ! 
To give the boonliis native taste admifes» 

And for my transport on his smile depend ! 

Bless'd, too, is he whose livening ramble strays 
Where droop the sons of Indigence and care ! 

His Utde gifts their gladden'd eyes amaze. 
And wiuj at small expense, their fondest pray'r I 

Andi oh ! the joy, to shun the conscious light ; 

To spare the modest blush ; to g^ve unseen : 
like showers that fall behind the veil of night. 

Yet deeply tinge the smiling vales with green. 

But happiest they who drooping realms relieve 1 
Whose virtues in our cultur'd vales appear ! 

For whose sad fate a thousand shepherds grieve. 
And fading fields allow the grief sincere. 

To call lost Worth from its oppressive shade. 
To ^ its equal sphere, and see it shine ; 

To hear it grateful own the generous aid ; 
This, this is transport— but must ne'er be mine ! 
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Faint U my bounded bliss : nor I rdose 
To raDg« where daisies open, rivers roll, 

labile prose or song the languid hours amuse, 
And soothe the fond impatience of my soul. 

Awhile VH weave the roofs of jasmine bow'rs. 
And urge with trivial cares die loitering year ; 

Awhile ril prune my grove, protect my flow'rs, 
Then, unlamented, press an early bier ! 

Of those lov'd flowers th^ lifeless corse may share. 
Some hireling hand a fading wreath bestow ; 

The rest will breathe as sweet, will glow as £ur. 
As when their master snul'd to see them glow. 

The sequent mom shall wake the silvan quire ; 

The kid again shall wanton ere 'tis noon ; 
Nature will smile, will wear her best attire ; 

O, let not gentle Delia smile so soon ! 

While the rude hearse conveys me slow away. 
And careless eyes my vulgar fate proclaim ; 

Let thy kind tear my utmost worth o'erpay, 
And, softly sighing, vindicate my ftme.^- 

O Delia ? cheer'd by thy superior praise, 
I bless the nlent path the Fates decree ; 

Pleas'd, from the list of my inglorious days 
To raise the moments orown'd with bfiss and thee. 
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DESCRIBING tflfi SORHOtlf' OF AN 'llTfiEinTOtrS Mini OK 
THE MELANe^OIt SYElffT OF A LICENtTOVS AltfOtTS. 

Why mdums my friend ? why vtetps hia downcast 
eye? 

That eye where miilh, where iancy,us*d to shine; 
Thy cheerful meads reprove that swelling sigh ; 

Spring ne^er enamelled fairer meads than thine. 

Art thou not lodg'd in Fortune's warm embrace ? 

Wert thoa not formed by Nature's partial care ? 
Bless'd in thy song, and bless'd in every grace 

That wins the friend, o^ ^t enchants the fair ! 

* Damon,' said he, * thy partial praise restrain; 

Not Damon's friendship can ray peace restore ,- 
Alas ! his very praise awakes my pain. 
And my poor wounded bosom bleeds the more. 

* For, oh I that Nature on my birth had frown'd. 

Or Fortune fix'd me to some lowly cell ; 
Then had my bosom 'scap'd this fatal wound. 
Nor bad I bid th6se vernal sweets Jewell. 

' But led by Fortune's hand, her dtttHng child. 
My youth h^r vain lieentious bKss admir'd ; 

In Fortune's train the siren Flattery smil'd. 
And rashly hallow 'd all her queen inspir'd. 

* Of folly studious, ev'n of vices vain. 

Ah, vices gilded by the rich and gay ! 
I chas'd the guileless daughters of the plain. 
Nor drop'd the cbase, till Jessy was my prey. 

* Poor artless maid ! to stain thy spotless name 

Expense, and art, and toil, united strove ; 
To lure a breast that felt the purest flame, 
Sustain'd by virtue, but betray'd by love. 
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' SchooPd in the science of Love's mazy wiles, 
I clotHM each feature with affected scorn ; 

I spoke of jealous doubts and fickle smiles, 
And, feignui^, left her anxious and forlorn. 

* Then while the fancied rage alarm'd her care. 

Warm to deny, and zealous to disprove, 
I bade my words the wonted softness wear. 
And seiz'd the iMnute of returning^ love. 

* To thecy my Damon, dare I paint the rest ^ 

Win yet thy love a candid ear incline .^ 
Assured that virtue, by misfortune press'd. 
Feels not the sharpness of a pang like mine. 

' Nine envious moons matured her growing diame. 
Ere v^lule to flaunt it in the face of day ; 

When sCom'd of Virtue, stigmatized by Fame, 
Low at my feet desponding Jessy lay,' 

** Henry,*' she said, " by thy dear form aubdu'd. 
See the sad relics of a nymph undone ! 

I find, I find this rising sob renew'd ; 
I aigh in shades, and sicken at the sun. 

** Amid the dreary gloom of night I cry. 
When will the morn's once pleasing scenes retufti? 

Yet what can motti's returning ray supply. 
But foes that triumph, or but friends that mourn ! 

*' Alas ! no more that joyous mom appears. 
That led the tranqml hours of spotless faihe ; 

For I have steep'd a father's couch in tears, . 
And ting'd a mother's glowing cheek with shame. 

** The vocal birds that raise their matin strain. 
The sportive lambs, increase my pensive moan ; 

AH seem to chase me from the cheerful plain. 
And talk of truth and innocence alone. 
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'< If thitnigh the garden's flowei^ tribes I stray* 
Where bloom the jasmines that could oaee allure, 

' Hope not to find delight in us,' they say, 
' For we are spotiessy Jessy ; we are pure/ 

** Ye flowers ! that well reproach a nymph so fiail, 
Say could ye with my virgin fame compare ^ 

The brightest bud that scents the vernal gale ~ 
Was not so fragrant, and was not so fur. 

''Now the grave old alarm the gentler youngs 
And all my fimie's abhor'd contagion flee; 

Trembles each lip, «id falters every tongue. 
That bids the mom propitious smile on me. 

*' Thus for your sake I shun each human eye» 
I bid tiie sweets of blooming youth adieu-; 

To die I languish, but I dread to die, 
Lest my sad fate should nourish pangs for you. 

'< Raise me from earth ; the pains of want remove. 
And let me, silent, seek some friendly shore ; 

There only, banish'd from the form I love. 
My weeping virtue shaU relapse no more. 

" Be but my friend ; I ask no dearer name ; 

Be such the meed of some more artful fair ; 
Nor could it heal my peace or chase my shame. 

That Pity gave what Love refused to share. 

'* Force not my tongue to ask its scanty bread. 
Nor hurl thy Jessy to the tulgar crew ; 

Not such the parent's board at which I fed ! 
Not such the precept from his lips I drew ? 

" Haply, when age has silver'd o'er my hair. 
Malice may learn to scorn so mean a spoil ; 

Envy may slight a face no longer fair. 
And Pity welcome to my native soil."— 



* She spoke— nor was I bom of Mvage race. 

Nor could these hands a niggard boon assign ; 
Grateful she clasp'd me in a last embrace. 
And Yow'd to waste her life in prayers for mine. 

' I saw her foot the lofty bark ascend, 
I saw her breast with every passion heave ;^ 

I left her— 4om from every earthly friend ; 

Oh, my hard bosom, which could bear to leave ! 

Brief let me be : the fatal storm arose ; 

The billows rag'd, the pilot's art was vain ; 
O'er the tall tiiast the drcling surges dose ; 

My Jessy—floats upon the watery plain ! 

* And — see my youth's impetuous fires decay ; 

Seek not to stpp Reflection's bitter tear ; 
But warn the frolic, and instruct the gay. 
From Jessy floating on her watery bier !' 
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FLIRT JJ^D PHIL. 

A DSCISIOir rOSTHE I.1.DIS8. 

A "WIT, by learnings well refin'd, ■ 
A beau, but of the rural kind. 

To Silvia made pretences ; 
They both profeaa'd an equal love. 
Yet hop'd by difFerent means to move 

Her judgment, or her senses. 

Young sprightly Flirt, of blooming mi^n, 
Watch'd the best minutes to be seen. 

Went— when his glass advis'd him ; 
While meagre Phil of books inquired, * 
A wight for wit and parts admired. 

And witty ladies priz'd him. 

Silvia had wit, had spirits too ; 
To h^ar the one, the other view. 

Suspended held the scales : 
Her wit, her yonth, too claim'd its share ; 
Let none the preference declare, 

But turn up—heads or tails. 
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TO THE MEMORY OF JU^ AGREEABLE 

LADY, 

BURUSD IN MARRIAGE 
TO ▲ PERSOlf UVOESEBTIXG HER 

'TwAB always held, and ever will 

By sage mankind, discreeter 
To' anticipate a^ lesser ill. 

Than underg^o a greater. 

When mortals dread diseases, ]>aiB.. 

And languishiikg conditions ; 
Who dontt the lesser iUs sustain • 

Of phync^— tmd pliyaicians ^ 

Bather than lo^ his whole estate. 

He that but little wise is. 
Full gladly pays four parts in eight 

To taxes and excises. 

Our merchants Spain has near undone? 

For lost ships not requiting ; 
This bears our noble K*-*-- to shun 

The loss of blood-^in £ghting ! 

With numerous iUs, in single life, 

The bachelor's attended ; 
Such to avoid he takes a wife — 

And much the case is mended \ 

Poor Gratia, in her twentieth year, 

Foreseeing future woe. 
Chose to attend a monkey here 

Before an ape below. 

Vol. XXIV. K 
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COLEMIRA, 

▲ CUXJBTABT SCI.OGUZ. 



Nee tantom Veneris, quantum stndkMa eoliue. 

iBiennUeiir toft detire 
Bdiold Colemin prove 
Moiepertkl tothekitehen lin 
TiMm to die fire of Love. 



Nioht's sMible cloa'dft had half the globe o'enpread 
And ffilence reign'd, and folks were gone to bed. 
When love, which gentle' sleep can ne'er inspire. 
Had seated Damon by the Idtchen-fire. 

Pensive he lay, extended on the ground. 
The little Lares kept their vigils round ; 
The fawning cats compassionate his case. 
And pur around, and gently lick his face : 

To all his plaints the sleeping curs reply. 
And with hoarse snorings imitate a mgh. 
Such gloomy scenes with lovers' minds agree. 
And solitude to them is best society. 

* Could I,' he cried, * express how bright a grace 
Adorns thy morning hands and weU-waahM face. 
Thou woiddst, Colemira, grant what I implore. 
And yield me love, or wa^ thy face no more. 

' Ah ! who can see, and seeing not admire. 
Whene'er she sets the pot upon the fire ! 
Her hands outshine the fire and redder things ; 
Her eyes are blacker than the pots she brings. 
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* Bat sure no chamber-damsel can compare, 
When in meridian lustre shines my fair, 
"When warmM with dinner's toil, in pearly rills, 
Adown her goodly cheek the sweat distils. 

*Oh! howl long, how ardently desire. 
To view those rosy fingers strike the lyre \ 
For late, when bees to change their clbnes began. 
How ^d I see 'em thrum the frying pan ! 

* With her I should not envy G — Ms queen. 
Though she in rdyal grandeur deck'd be seen ; 
Whilst rags, just sever'd from my fair one's gown. 
In russet pomp and greasy pride hang down. 

* Ah ! how it does my drooping heart rejoice. 
When in the hall I hear thy mellow voice ! 
How wQuld that voice exceed the village bell, 
Wouldst thou but sing, ''I like thee paanng well !^ 

* When from the hearth she bade the pointers go. 
How soft, how easy, did her accents flow ! 

*' Get out, (she cri^d ;) when strangers come t;o sup. 
One ne'er can raise those snoring devils up." 

* Then, fuU of wrath, she kick'd each lazy brute, 
Alas ! I envied even that salute : 

'Twas sure misplac'd — Shock sud, or seem'd to say, 
«< He had as lief 1 had the kick as they." 

* If she the mystic bellows take in hand. 
Who like the fair can that machine command ? 
O may'st thou ne'er by £olus be seen. 

For he would sure demand thee for his queen ! 

' But should the flame this rougher aid refuse. 
And only gentler medicines be of use. 
With fuU-blown cheeks she ends the doubtful strife^ 
Foments the infant flame, and puffs it into life. 
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* Such arts as these exalt the drooping fire, 
But in my breast a fiercer flame ini^ire ; 
I burn! I bum ! O, ^ve thy puffing oe'r. 
And swell thy cheeks and pout thy lips no moce I 

' With all her haughty looks* the time I've seen 
When this proud damsel has more humble been, 
When with nice airs she hoist the pancake round. 
And dropt it, hapless fiur! upon the grpund. 

' Look, with what charming grace, what winning 

tricks, 
The artful charmer rubs the candlesticks ! 
So bright she makes the candlesticks she handles, 
Oft have I said — " there were no need of candles." 

•But thou, my fair ! who never would'st approve. 
Or hear the tender story of my love. 
Or mind how burns ray raging l?reast — a button — 
Perhaps art dreaming of — a breast of mutton/ 

Thus said, and wept, the sad desponding swain. 
Revealing to the sable walk his pain i- 
But nymphs are free with those they should deny » 
To those they love more exquiutely coy. 

Now chirping crickets raise their tinkling voice,- 
The lambent flamea in languid streams arise. 
And smoke in aeure fol43 evaporates a^d dies. 
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O.V CERTAUr PASTORALS. 

So rude and tuneless are thy lays, 
The weary audience vow— 
'Us not the' Arcadian swain that sings ; 
But tis his herds that low. 
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THE RAPE OF TEE TBJlP, 

'^ WAS in a land of learnings 
The Muses' favourite city. 
Such pranks of late 
Were play'd by. a rat. 
As — ^tempt one to be witty. 

All in a college-study, 

Where books were in gpreat plenty, 

Tliia rat would devour 

More sense in an hour 

Than I could write— in twenty. 

Corporeal food, 'tis g^ranted, • 

Serves vermin less refin'd. Sir; 

But this a rat of taste, 

All other rats surpass'd, 

And he prey'd on the food of th6 mind. Sir. 

His breakfast half the morning 
He constantly attended ; 
And when the bell rung 
For evening song 
His dinner scarce wa^ ended ! 

He spar'd not ev'n heroics. 
On which we poets pride us. 
And would make no more 
Of King Arthurs* by the score, 
llun— all the world beade does» 



• By air Richaid Bltckmore. 
K 2 



in books of geo-grvpiixy 

He made the maps to flutter; 

A river or a^sea 

Was to him a dish of tea. 

And a kingdom bread and butter. 

But if some mawkish potion 

Ifigfat chance to overdose him. 

To check its rage 

He took a page 

Of logic—to compose him. 

A Trap, in haste aiid anger. 

Was bought, you need not doubt ou't ; 

And such ^as the gin, 

Were a lion once got in. 

He Gould not, I think, get out on't. 

With cheese, not books, 'twas baited; 

The fact— I'll not belie it— 

Since none— I tell jou that — 

Whether scholar or Tat, 

Mind books when he has other diet. 

But more of Trap and bait, 9ir» 
Why should I sing, of either ? 
Since the rat, who knew the sleight, 
Came in the dead of nig'ht. 
And drag'd 'em away together. 

Both Trap and bait were vanish'd 

Through a fracture in the flooring*. 

Which thoug^h so trim 

It now may seem. 

Had then— A dozen or more in. / 



Then answer this, ye siiget! 
Nor deem I mean to wrong ye, 
Had the rat, which thus did seize eft 
The Trap, less chiim to reason 
Than many a scuU among ye ? 

Dan Prior's mice, I own it, 
Were vermin of condition; 
But this rat, who merely leamM 
What rats alone concerned. 
Was the greater politician. 

That England's topsy-turvy 
Is clear from these mishaps, Sir; 
Since Traps, we may determine. 
Will no longer take our vetmin. 
But vermin* take our Traps, Sir. 

r 

Let sophs, by rats infested. 
Then trust in cats to catdi 'em« 
Lest they grow as leam'd as we 
In our studies^ where, d*ye see. 
No mortal nts to watch 'em. 

Good luck betide our captains^ 
Good luck betide our cat% Sir! 
And grant that the one 
May quell the Spanish Don, 
And ^e other destroy our rats, Sir. 

• Writtea at ^ tjasof ihs SpsaMh Jspfristki, 



OJ^MR, C 

OT KIBSBKMIirstEB'fl FOSTBT. 

Thy verses. Friend! are Kidderminster* stuff. 
And I must own^-youVemeasur'd out enough. 



y 



TO THE VIRTUOSOS. 



Haxk, curious wights ! to whom so fur 

The form of mortal flies is ; 
Who deem those grubs beyond compare. 

Which common sense despises. 

Whether o'er hill, morass, or mound. 
You make your sportsman-sallies ; 

Or that your prey, in gardens found. 
Is urg'd through waJks and allies ; 

Yet in the fury of the chase 

No slope could e'er retard you; 
Bless'd if one fly repay the race. 

Or painted wing reward you. 

Tierce as Camillaf o'er the plain 

Pursued the glittering stranger, 
Still ey'd the purple's pleasing stain. 

And knew not fear nor danger. 

'Tis you dispense the favourite meat 

To Nature's filmy people ; 
Know what conserves they choose to eat. 

And what Uqueurs to tipple : 

• KiddMiniiister, fiuaom for t cosne woollen muraflietni*. 
tScerosU. 
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And if her brood of insects dies^ 

Tour sage assistance lend her ; 
Can stoop to pimp for amorous flies. 

And help 'em to engender. 

*Tis you protect their preg^nt hours 

And, when the birth's at hand, 
Exerting yoMr obstetric pow'r. 

Prevent a mothless land. 

Yet, oh ! howe'er your tow*rii^g view 

Above g^ss objects rises. 
Whatever refinements you pursue, 

Hear what a friend advises: 

A friend who, weigh'd with your's, must pri»9 

Domitian's idle passion. 
That wrought the death of teaAng flies, 

But ne'er their propagation, 

Let Flavia's eyes more deeply warm. 

Nor thus your hearts determine- 
To slight Dame Nature's fairest form^ 

And sigh for Nature's vermin : 

And speak with some respect of beaus. 

Nor more as triflers treat 'em; 
'Tis better learn to save^ne's clothes 

Than cherish moths ^hat eat 'em. 
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THE EyiTEjrr of cookery. 



AfiuMiiie et idemi 
Another and the iftiiie* 



Wasv Totn to Cambric^ first was sent, 

A plfun brown bob he wore, 
Bead muchy and look'd as though he meant 

To be a fc^ no more. 

See him to lincoln's-Inn repair, 

ffis resolutions flag, 
He cherishes a leng^ of hair. 

And tucks it in a bag. 

Nor Coke nor Salkeld he regards, 

But gets into the House ; 
And soon a judge's rank rewards 

His pliant votes and bows. 

Adieu, ye bobs ! ye bags ! give place ; 

Full bottoms come instead : 
Good I/— d ! to see the various ways 

Of dresang a calf s head^ 
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TME PBOGBESS OF ADVICE, 

▲ COXMOV CASS. 



AdTbeityfiwtnfixU 



Sats Bichard to Thomas, (and seem'd half afraid) 
*I am thinking to marry thy mistress's maid ; 
Now, because Bfirs. Lucy to thee is well known, 
I will do't if thou bid'st me, or let it alone. 

' Nay, don't make a jest on't; 'tis no jest to me ; 

For faith I'm in earnest; so, prithee, be free. 

I have no fault to find with the girl since I knew 

her; 
But I'd have thy advice, ere I tie n^self to her.' 

Sud Thomas to Richard, 'To speak my opinion, 
' Theje is not such a b — in King George's dominion ; 
And I firmly believe, if thou knew'st her as I do^ 
Thou wouldst choose out a whipping-^post first to 
be tied to. 

* She's peevish, she's thievish, she's ugly, she's qld, 
And a liar, and a fool, and a dut, and a scold :'-*- 
Next day Richard hasten'd to church and was wed. 
And ere night, had infbrm'd her wh»t Thomas had 
said. 
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^ BALLAD. 



Itahit ma qoenqoe vohi|itai 
Sverj one to hii Uking; 



Fkox lincoln to LondOB rode forth our young 
squire, [mire : 

To bring down a wife whom the swains might ad- 
Bat in s|iite of iriiatef«r the mortal could say. 
The goddeas objeetedihe length of the way. 

To give up the opeta, the pai^ and the ball, 
For to view the stag's horns in an oldcountiy-hall; 
To hare neither China nor India to see. 
Nor a boeflMn to ph^me in aaMrning— «ot she i 

To forsake the dear playhou^e, Quin, Gaiaick, and 

Clire, 
Who by dint of mere humour had kept her a£ye ; 
To teego the full box for hia lonesome abode, 
Ohescvem! she ahould fiunt, die sbould die oa the 

iomL 

To forget the pvy fashions and gestures of France 
And to leave dear Auguste in the midst of the dance. 
And Harlequin too I— 'twas in vain to requite it; * 
And she vondercdhow folks had the &oe to desire it 

tto might yield to resign the sweet sfa^gers of 

Ruckholt, 
Where the citizen-matron seduces her cuckold; 
But Ranelagh soon would Jier footsteps recall. 
And the muncy the lamps^ and the glare of VanzhalL 
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To be sure she could breathe no where else thaa in 

Town ;— 
Tfius she talk'd like a wit, and he lookM like a clown j 
But the while honest Harry despair'd to succeed* 
A coach with a coronet trailM her to Tweed. 



SLEJ\ri>ER'S GHOST. 

TIDE SBlKSPEARS's MERBT WIVES 01 WIRDSOB. 

Beneath a church-yard yew, 

Decay'd and worn with ag-e. 

At dusk of eve methoug^t I spied 

Poor Blender's Ghost, that whimpering cried, 

• O sweet ! 6 sweet Anne Page !' 

Ye g-entle bards ! give ear. 
Who talk of amorous rage. 
Who spoil the lily, rob the rose. 
Come leam of me to weep your woes ; 
' O sweet ! O sweet Anne Page !' 

Why should such labour'd strains 

Your formal MuDe engage ? 

I never dreamM of flame or dart. 

That fir'd my breast or pierc'd my heart* 

But agh'd, * '0 sweet Anne Page !* ' 

9 

And you ! whose love-sick minds 
No medicine can assuage. 
Accuse theleech's art no more^ 
But leam of Slender to deplore < 
' O sweet ! O sweet Anne Page I' 
Vol. XXIV. L 
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And ye! whoi^ •ouls arc held 
like linnets in a cage, 
Wko talk of fetters, links, and chuns. 
Attend, and inritate my strains; 
« O sweet ! O sweet Anne Page !* 

Andyoa! who boast or grieve 

What horrid wars ye wage. 

Of wounds received from many an eye. 

Yet mean asl do, wh«n I «gh, 

« O sweet! O sweet Anne Page !' 

Hence every fond conceit 

Of shepherd or of sage; 

»Tls Slender^s vmce, 'tis Slendcr^s way. 

Expresses all you have to say, 

*0 sweet! O sweet Anne Page !* 

THE JJ^IDIOUS. 

O lOBTwni \ if my prayer erf old 
Was ne'er solicitous for gold, 
With better grace thou may'st allow 
lly suppliant ^sh, that asks it now : 
Yet thii* not, goddess ! I reqiure it 

For the iame end your clowns desire it. 

In a well-made effectual string 

Fun would I see livkBo ffwing; 

Hear Urn from Tyburn's height haMa^ung 

But such a cur's not worth one'ahaDging, 

C^ve me^ O godd^asf store of pfMt 

And he will tie the knot hiflBaelf. 
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THE PRICE OF AJ^ EQUIPJiOE. 



aenmm ti potes,<Ne, noa habere, 

Be recm pofeet, Ole, non habeie. Mart, 

* If thoa fnnn Fortune iat no tenrant cnrre, 
B^efo me, Uiou no iMiler iieed*ft to ktfc* 



1 AffK'D a ^end, amidst the throng*. 
Whose coach it was that traiFd along ? 

* The gilded coach there— dont ye mind f 
That with the footmen stuck behind/ 

' O sir ! (sajTs he) what ! haVt you seen it f 
*TiB Damon's coaco, and Damon in it. 
'Us odd, methinks, you have forgot 
Your iHend, your neighbour, and — ^what noti 
Your old acquaintance, Damon !'•«-' True ; 
But faith his Equipage is newi' 

' Bless me, <«aid 1} where can it end ? 
What madness has possessed my friend? 
Four powder'd slaves, and those the taUest ; 
Tlltirirtomachs, doubtless, not the smallest^ 
Can Damoi^'s revenue maintain. 
In lace and food, so Uffge a train ? 
I know his knd-— each inch o' gHmnd** 
'Tim not a niile to walk it round—- 
If Damon's whole estate can bear 
To k^ep his lad and pne-hors^ chMr^ 
I own 'tis past^ffijM^mprehension.'— 

* Yes, sir, but Damon has a pension/-— 
Thus does a (Use ambition rule us, 
Thus pomp delude, ind lolly fool us^ 
To keep a race of flidcering knaves, 
He grows himself the worst of slaves. 
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EiJ>rr FMOM vorruRE. 

Let Sol his annual journies run, 

And when the radiant task is done. 

Confess, throug'h all the globe, 'twould poae him 

To match the charms that Celia shows him. 

And should he boast he once had seen 
As just a form, as bright a mien. 
Yet must it still for ever pose him 
To match — what Celia never shows him. 



TO A FHIRYD. 



Hats you ne'er seen, my gentle squire I 
The humours of your Idtchen fire P — 

Says Ned to Sal, * I lead a spade ; 
Why don't ye play ?— the girl's afraid- 
Play something — any thing*— but play-— 
'Us but to pass the time away.— 
Phoo-^how «he stands — biting her nails-— 
As though she play'd for half her vails— 
Sorting her cards, haggling and picking— 
We play for nothing, do us, Chicken ? 
That card wiU do — ^'blood never doubt it. 
It's not worth while to think about it.' 

Sal thought, and thought, and mias'd her aim. 
And Ned, ne'er studying, won the game. 

Methinks, old Friend ! 'tis wondrous true 
Thftt verse is but a gtme at loo : 
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While many a bard, that ahowa ao dearly 
He writea for hia amuaement merely. 
Is known to atudy, fret, and toil. 
And play for nothing all the while. 
Or praiae at moat^ for wreatfaa of yore 
Ne'er signified a farthing more, * 

Tin having vainly toil'd to gain it. 
He seea your flying pen obtain it. 

Through fragrant acenea the trifler roves, 
And hallow'd haunts that Phoebua love% 
Where with atrange heats his bosom glows, 
And mystic flamea the god bestows* 
Ton now none other flame leqmre 
Than a good biasing parlour fire ; 
Write verses— to defy the sQomers, 
In s— houses and chimney-corners. 

Sal found her deep-laid schemes were vain--^ 
The carda are cu|t^-come^ deal again. — 
No good corner on it when one lingers— 
ril play the carda come noxt my fingers. — 
Fortune could never let Ned loo her. 
When she had left it wholly to her. 

Well, now who winBf«-why, still the sam&— 
For Sal has lost another game. 

^Fve done^ (she muttered ;) I was saying, 

It did not argiify my playing. ' 

* Some foUEa will win, they eannot choose, 

But think or not think— ^me must lose. 

I may have won a game or so— 

But then it was an age ago*— ^ 

It ne'er will be my lot again— 

I won it of a baby then.— - 

Qiwe me an ace of trumps, and see, 

Our Ned wiB best me with a three ! 

L2 
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"Hs all by luck that things are carried-*- 
He'll soiFer far it Krhen he's married/ 

Thus Saly with tears ki either eye, 
While Tictor Ned sat tittering by. 

Thus I, long envying your success. 
And bent to write and study less, 
Sat dow|), and scribbled in a trice 
Just what you see— and you despise. 

You, iriio can frame a tunefu! song. 
And hum It as you ride along. 
And, trotdng on the king^s highway, 
Snatch from the hedge a sprig of bay ; 
Accept this verse, howe'er it flows. 
From one that is your friend in prose. 

What is this wreath, so g^een, so fur ! 
¥rhich many wisih, and few roust wear ? 
Which some men's indolence can gain. 
And some men's vigils ne'er obtain ? 
Fot what must Sal or poet sue. 
Ere they engage witii Ned or yoa i 
For luck in verse, fbi> luck at Ipo P 

Ah, no ! 'tis genius gives you fkme. 
And Ned, tbnnigh skill, secures the game. 
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TITE J»0J2r ^JVD TSE DU^T, 1741. 



*ThefeAre meuengen 
That fiB^&igly penuade me what I am.' SHAKB8PRARK. 



C0MK8 a Dun in the morning and rapsatmydoi 
* I made bold to call— -'tia a twelve month and 1 
I'm aany, befieve me, to trouble you thua^ 
But Job would be paid^ sir, had Job been a mercer/ 
' My friend, have but patience'-r-' Ay, these are 

your ways.* 
' I have got but one rtulling^ to serve me two day »— 
But, sir — prithee take it, and tell your attorney 
If I haVt paid your ImUI have paid for yotur journey/ 
Well, now thou art gone, let me govern my passion. 
And calmly consider — Consider ? vexation ! 
Vhat whore that must paint, and must put onfSdse 
And counterfeit joy in the pangs of the p — x ! [locks, 
What beggar's infe's nephew, now starved, and now 

beaten. 
Who, wanting to eat, fears himself shall be eaten ! 
What porter, what turnspit, can deem his case hard ! 
Or what Dun boast of patience that thinks of a Bard ! 
Well, 111 leave this poor trade, for no trade can be 

poorer. 
Turn shoeboy, or courtier, or pimp, or proctirer ; 
Getlove, and respect, and good living, and pel( 
And dun some poor dog o£a poet mjrself. 
One's credit, however, of course will grow better. 
Here enters the footnaoQ, sad bxingB me ft letter. 
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* Dear air !. I recttv'd your oblighig epiatle, 
Tour fame ia aecoie— bid the critiGa go whiatle. 
I read oyer with wonder the poem you aent me. 
And I muat apeak year praiaea s no amil ahaU prevent 
The audienee» belieye nie» cried out every line [me. 
Waa atrongy waa affectingt waa juat, wu divine ; 
All pregnantt aa gold ia» with worthy weight, «nd 

beauty, 
And to hide auch a geniua waa-— Cyrfinom your du^. 
I fbreaee that the court will be hugely delighted : 
Sir Biehard for much a leaa geniua waa kmghted. 
Adieu, my good friend ! and jfbr high hie prepare ye & 
I could aay much move, but you're modeat» I apare 

ye.* 
Quite fir^d with the flattery, I call for my paper. 
And waate that and heiddi, - and my time, and my 

taper; 
I acribbled till mom, when with wrath noamaU aUn^ 
Cornea my old friend the meiver, andn^ait my 

door. 
< Ah, friend ! *tia but idle to make audi n pettier, 
FMe, Fate haa ordaih'd ua to pbigue one another.* 



WMTTEJf AT JIAT JJ^J^ AT HEJTLET, 

To thee fiur Freedom ! I retire 

From flattery, caxda^ t«id diecy and din ; 
Nor art thou found in manriona higher 

Than the low cot or humble Im^ 
'Tiahere with boundleaa power I reign. 

And every health whiehl begin 
Converta dnll port to bri|^t ehampaignt 9 

9vm freedom crvwus it tit an ton. 
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I fly from pomp, I fly from plate ! 

I fly from Falsehood's specious grin ! 
Freedom I love, and form I hate. 

And choose my lodgings at an Inn. 
Here, widter \ take my sordid ore. 

Which lackeys else might hope to win ; 
It buys, what courts have not in store, 

It buys me freedom at an Inn. 
Whoe'er has traveled life's dull round. 

Where'er his stages may have been, 
May sigh to think he still has found 

The warmest welcome at an Inn. 



A SIMILE. 



WitAT village but has sometimes seen 
The clumsy shape, the frigtitflil mien. 
Tremendous claws, and shagged hair. 
Of that grim brute yclep'd a bear ? 
He from his dam, the leamM agree. 
Received the curious form you see. 
Who with her plastic tongue alone 
Produc'd a visage — ^like her own — 
And thus they hint, in mystic fashion, 
The powerful force of education.* — 
Perhaps yon crowd of swains is viewing, 
Ev'n now the strange exploits of Bruin, 
Who plays his antics, roars aloud, 
. l*he wonder of a gaping crowd ! 

So have I known an awkward lad. 
Whose birth has made a ptjnah glad, 
^ • Oga ftad MtiWiV dl a w it ia n . 



Fofbid for fear of senfle, to ffoam^ 
And taught by Idnd mamma at iKyme, 
Who gives him mai^ a well-tried rule. 
With ways and means— 4o pky the fool. 
In sense the same» in stature higher. 
He shines^ ere long, ^ rural squire $ 
Pours forth unwitty jokes, and #wetf8» 
And bawls, and drinks, bat chiefly stares : 
His tenants ^f superior sense 
Carouse and laugh at his expense^ 
And deem the pastime I'm relating 
To be as pleasant as bear4>aiting; 



THE CHARMS OF PMECEDEJ^CB. 

A TALE. 

' Sia, will you please to walk before ?' 
*— -No, pray, ar^— you are next the door.' 
' — Upon mine honour I'll not ^r— ' 
' Sir, I'm at home ; consider, ur.— >' 
< Excuse me, nr ; VU not go first,' 
' Well, if I must be rude, I must — 
But yet I wish I could evade it— 
'Tis strangely clownish, be persuaded.-^' 
Go forward, cits ! go forward, squires ! 
Nor scruple each what each adoures. 
Life squares not, friends ! with jrour proceeding. 
It flies while you display your breeding ; 
Such breeding as one's granam preaches^ 
Or some old dancing-master teaches. 
O for some rude tumultuous fellow^ 
Half crazy, or at least half i|iellow» 



To come behind you iiaa.wii«% 
And fkirly piuh yon both down ttairt! 
But Deadi's at handp^let me idTiie ye^ 
Go forward^ friends ! or hell sorpxiie ye> 

Be«de% how insincere you are ! 
"Do ye not ftatter* Ue» fbniwefr* 
And daily cheal» and weekly pray« 
And an for this— to lead the way ? 

Such is niy tiieme^ whidi means to prare» 
That though we dxiidc, or game, or lore» 
As that or this is most in ladiiony 
Precedence is our ruling pasaon. 

Whan coOege-students take degrees, 
And pay the beacUes* endless fees^ 
What moves that scientific bo^. 
But the first cutting at a gaudy ? 
And whence such fhoab, in bare conditionsy 
That stsrve and languish as physidani^ 
Content to tradge the streets sad stare at 
The fitt apothecai7*s diariot? 
JBut that, in Charlotte*a chamber (see 
Mofiere's Mideein mOgre btf) 
The leech, howe'er his fiirttmes Tsry, 
Still walks before the* apoChecaiy. 

Flavia in Tain has wH and charauK, 
And all that riuaes^ and aU that warms ; 
In Tain all human raee adore her. 
For — ^Lady Msry ranks before her. 

OCeUa! genUeCefial tell us, 
You who are neither Fun nor jealous * 
The softest bresst, tiie mydest mien ! 
Would you not feel some little spleen, 
Nor bite your lip, nor furl your brow, 
If Florimel, your efiial now. 



Should one day g^n precedence of ye ? 
First «erv*d — ^tiiough in a dish of coffee ? 
Plac'd first, although where ydu are found 
You gain'd the eyes of all around ? 
NamM first, though not with half the fame 
That waits my charmitig Ceha's name ? 

Hard fortune I barely to inspire 
Our fix'd esteem' and fond desire : 
Barely, whe'er you go, to prove 
The source of universal love — 
Yet be content, observing this, 
Honour's the offspring of caprice ; 
And worth, howe'er you have pursued it. 
Has now no power — ^but to exclude it : 
You'll find your general reputation 
A kind of supplemental station. 

Poor Swift, with all his worth, cooid ne'er, 
He tells us, hope to rise a peer -, 
So, to supply it, wrote for f&me. 
And well the wit secur'd his aim. 
A common patriot has a drift 
Not quite so innocent atf Swift; 
In Britain's cause he rants, he labours ; 
* He's honest, fwth.'— Have piilienee, neighboufs. 
For patriots may sometimes deceive, . 
May beg their ftiends' reluctant leave 
To serve them in a higher spliece, 
And drop their ^(irtue to get there.'— 

As Lucian tells tis, in his fashion, ^ 
How souls put off each earthly puMion, 
Ere on Elysium's ft<j#ery strand 
Old Charon suffered ?em to land ; 
So, ere we meet a court's caresses. 
No doubt our souls must change their dresses ; 
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And souk there be who, bound that way. 
Attire themselves ten times a^iay. 

If then 'tis rank which all men covet^ 
And saints alike and nnners love it; 
If place, for which our courtiers throng 
So thick that few can get along, 
;For which such servile toils are seen, 
^ho's happier than a king ?— a queen. 

Howe'er men aim at elevation, 
lis properly a female paauon: 
Women and beaux, beyond all measure, 
Are chann'd with rank's ecstatic pleasure. 

* Sir, if your drift I rightly scan. 
You'd hint a beau were not a man :' 
Say women then are fond of places? 
I wave all disputable caaea* 
A man, periiaps, would something linger. 
Were his lov'd rank to cost — a finger ; 
Or were an ear or toe the price on'^ 
He might deliberate once or twice on't. 
Perhaps ask Gataker's advice on't; 
And many, as their frame grows old* 
Would hardly purchase it with gold. 

But women wish Precedence ever; 
1^ their whole life's supreme endeavour » 
It fires their youth with jealous rage. 
And strongly animatf their age : 
Perhaps they would not sell outright. 
Or maim a Umb-— that*waa in sight ; 
Tet on worse terms they sometimes choose it. 
Nor ev'n in punishments refuse it. 

< Pre-eminence in pain !' you cry. 
All fierce and pregnant witii reply : 

Vol.. XXIV. M 
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But lend your patience and your ear. 
An argument shall make it clear. 
But holdp an argument may fail : 
Beside, my title says, — ^a tale. 

Where Avon rolls her winding stream, 
Avon ! the Muses' favourite theme ; 
Avon ! that fills the farmers' purses, 
And decks with flowers both farms and verses; 
She visits niany a fertile vaie — 
Such was the scene of this my tale; 
For 'tis in Ev'sham's Vale, or near it. 
That folks with laughter tell and hear it. 

The soil, with annual plenty bless'd. 
Was ]fy young Corydon posBsess'd. 
His youtii alone I lay before ye, 
As most material to my story ; 
For strength and vigour too, he had 'em. 
And 'twere not much amiss to add 'em. 

Thrice happy lout ! whose wide domain 
Now green with grass, now gilt with grain. 
In russet robes of clover deep. 
Or thinly veil'd, and white with sheep ; 
Now fragrant with the bean's peifiime. 
Now purpled with the pube's bloom. 
Might well with bright allusions store me;-» 
But happier bards have been before me. 

Amongst the various year's increase 
The stripling own'd a field of pease. 
Which, when at night he ceas'd his Ubouxs, 
Were haunted by some female neighbours. 
Bach mom discover'd to his sight 
The shameful havoc of the night ; 
Traces of this they left behind 'em. 
But no instructions where to find 'em. 



I 



The devil's works are plain and evi]. 

But few or none hare seen the devil. 

Old Nolly mdeed, (if we may credit 

The woida of Echard, who has aud it,) 

Contrived with Satan how to fool us. 

And barg^n face to hct to rule us ; 

But then old Noll was one in ten. 

And sought him mote than other men ; 

Our shepherd, too, with hke attention. 

May meet the female fiends we mention* 

He rose one mom at break of day. 

And near the field in ambush lay ; 

When lo! a brace of girls appears. 

The third a matron much in years. 

Smiling amidst the pease, the sinners 

Sat down to cull their future dinners. 

And caring little, who might own *em, 

l^e free, as though themselves had sown 'em. 

'Tis worth a sage's observation 
How love can make a jest of passion. 
Anger had forc'd the swain from bed, 
His early dues to love unpaid; 
And Love, a g^, that keeps a pother. 
And will be paid one time or other. 
Now banish'd anger out o' door. 
And claim'd the debt withheld before. 
If Anger bid our youth revile. 
Love form'd his features to a smile ; 
And knowing well 'twas all grimace 
To threaten with a smiling face. 
He in few words expressed his mind — 
And none would deem them much unkind. 

The amorous youth, for their offence. 
Demanded instant recompense ; 
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That recompense from each, which shame 
Forbids a bashful Mase to name : 
Tet, more this sentence to discoTer» 
'Tis what Bett ••grants her lover. 
When he, to make the strumpet willing^. 
Has spent his fbrtune-*>to a shilling. 

Each stood awhile, as 'twere suspended. 
And loath to do what— each intended. 

At length, with soft pathetic sigfas^ 
The matron, bent with age, replies: 
* Tis vain to strive— justice, I know. 
And our ill stars will have it so ■■ 
But let my tears your wrath assuage, 
And show some deference for age : 
I from a distant viHage came. 
Am old, G — ^knows, and something lame \ 
And if we yield, as yield we must, 
Dispatch my crazy body first.' 

Our shepherd, like the l^lUygian swain. 
When circled round on I^'« plain . 
With goddesses, he 8too<} suspended* 
And Pallas' grave speeof Uras ended, 
Own'd what she aak'd might be his dul^. 
But paid the compliment to beauty. 
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ODE. 

TO BE PEBFOBMiin BT SB. BBBlTTLX, ABS ▲ GB0BV8 Of 
HAXE8 OWSir CITISBBS. 



The initniBieDtal pan a Vial d*Aiiioiir» 



jilB BT THB BOCTOB. 

Awake ! I say, awake, good people ! 

And be for once alive and gay ; 
Come, let's be merry ; stir the tipple ; 

How can you sleep 
Whilst I do play ? How can you sleep, &c. 

ClIOBVS OF CITIZEBS. 

Pardon, O ! pardon, great musician ! 

On drowsy souls some pity take ; 

For wondrous hilrd is our condition, 

To drink thy beer, 

*rfay strains to hear ; 

To drink. 

To hear. 

And keep awake ! 

SOLO BT THE DOCTOE. 

Hear but this strain — 'twas made by Handel, 
A wight of skill and judgment deep ! 

Zounters, they're gone — Sal, bring a candle- 
No ; here is one, and he's asleep. 

M2 
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. Dr. — ^How could they go [ Soft tmuie. 

Whilst I do play? 

Sai. — ^How could they go ? [ WarUke mutie. 

How should they stay ? 



ODES. 



TO EEM/TBy 1730. 

nuKTH I cftpricious maid ! 

"Why dost thou iiun my peaccftil bow*r, 
"Where I had hope to dwre thy pow'r. 
And bless thy lastini^ aid \ 

Since thou, alas! art flown; 
It 'vails not whether Muse or Gnce, 
With tempting smile, frequent the place ; 

1 mA for Ihee alone. 



Age not forbids thy stay: 
Thou yet mif^t'st act the friendly part; 
Thou yet might'st raise this languid heart; 

Why speed so swift away ? 

Thou scom'st the city-air ; 
I breathe fresh gales o'er fiirrow'd ground* 
Yet hast not thou my wiAes ciown'd ; 

false ! O partial fair ! 

1 plunge into the wave ; 

And though with purest hands I raise 
A rural ahar to thy praise, 
Thoa wiH not deign to save. 



^ 
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0DE8. 



Amid my weil-known grove, 
"Where mineral fountains vainly bear 
Thy boasted name and titles fair. 

Why scorns thy foot to rove ? 

Thou hear'st the sportimkn's claim. 
Enabling him, with idle noise. 
To drown the Muse's fheftifig Voice, 

And fright the timorous game. 

Is thought thy foe ? Adieu, 
Ye midnight lamps ! ye curious tomes ! 
Mine eye o'er hills- and vallies roams. 

And deals no more with you. . 

Is it the clime you flee ? 
Yet midst his unremitting snows 
The, poor Laponian's bosom glovt^s, 

And shares bngfat rayt from thee. 

There was, there Was a time. 
When though I scom'd thy guardian care, 
Nor made a vow nor said apray'r, 

I did not rue the crime. 

Who then more bless'd than I ? 
When the glad schoolboy's task was done, 
And forth, with jocund sprite, I run 

To freedom and to joy ? 

How joviU then the day ! 
What since have all my labours found, 

Thus climbing life to gaze ftround, ' 
That can thy loss repay ? 

Wert thou, alas ! but kind ; 
Methinks no frown that fortune wears 
Nor lessen'd hopes nor growing ewes,' 

Could sink my cheerfiil mind. 
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Whatever my stars include. 
What other breasts convert to pain. 
My towering mind should soon disdain. 

Should scorn— Ingratitude ! 

Repair this mouldering cell. 
And bless'd with objects found at home. 
And envying none l^eir fairer dome. 

How pleas'd my soul should dw^ll! 

Temperance should guard the doors; 
Trom room to room should Memooy stray. 
And, ranging all in neat array, 

Enjoy her pleanng stores-— ^ 

There let them rest unknown, 
~The types of many a pleasing soe^e,; 
But to preserve them bright or clean. 

Is thi^e, fidr queen ! alone. 



TO A LAJOT OF QUMJTT, , 
rzTTure V9 hxb libbabt, 1738. 

Am! what ia science, what is art. 
Or what the pleasure these impart f 
Te trophies which the leam'd. pursue 
Through endless fruitless toils, adieu I 

What can the tedious tomes bestow. 
To soothe the miseries they show ? 
What like the bliss, for him decreed 
Who tends his flock and tunes his reed ? 

Say, wretched ftncy ! thus refin'd 
From all that glads the simplest hind. 
How rare that object which suppU«8 
A chann for too diaoerning eyes ! 



^ 



142 otntM, 

The polishM baril, of genius vain, 
Endures a deeper sense of pain ; 
As each invading blast devours 
The richest fruits, the fairest flow'rs. 

Sages, with irksome waste of time. 
The steep ascent of knowledge climb ; 
Then from the towering heights they scale. 
Behold Contentment range — the vjQe. 

Yet why, Asteria, tell us why 
We scorn the crowd, when you are nigfaf ■ 
Why then does reason seem so fair, 
Why learning then deserve our caie ? 

Who can unpleas'd your shelves behold* 
While you so fair a proof unfold. 
What force the brightest genius draws 
From poliah'd wisdom's written laws ? • 

Where are ourhumblej tenets flown ? 
What strange perfection bids us own. 
That bliss with toilsome science dwells ; 
And happiest he who most e^tcels f 



,AJ^ACREOjmCy 1738. 

'TwAB in a cool Aonian glade 
That wanton Cupid, spent with toil. 
Had sought refreshment from the shade. 
And stretch'd him on the mossy soil. 

A vagrant Muse drew nigh, and found 
The subtle traitor fast asleep ; 

' And is it thine to snore profound, 
(She said) yet leave the world to w^ep ? 



* But hush — ^from this auspicious hour 
The world, I ween, may rest in peace ; 

And robb'd of darts, and stript of pcfir'r. 
Thy peevish petulance decrease. 

*■ Sleep on, poor child ! whilst I wkhdraw, 
And this thy vile artiUeiy hide-** 

When the Castalian ftnint she saw. 
And plung'd his arrows in the tide. 

That magic fottnt— ill-judging maid! 

Shall cause you soon to curse the day 
You dar'd the shafts of Love invade. 

And gave his arms redoubled sway. 

For in a stream so wondrous clear. 
When angry Cupid searches round, 

Will not the radiant points appear? 
Will not the furtive spoils be found ? 

Too soon they were ; and every dart, 
Dipp'd in the Muses' mystic ^ring, 

Acqiidr'd new force to wound the hearty 
And taught at once to love and sing. 

Then farewell, ye Pierian quire ! 

For who will now your altars throng ? 
From love we learn to swell the \yx^ 

And echo aalu no sweeter soog. 
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WRITTEN 1739. 
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Vrit ipet ■Dimi cndoii motni ? HOR. 

Fond hope of a reeipcood dene 
InllMDes tho breast. 



'Twu not by Beautjr's a;d alone. 
That Love usurp'd his airy throne. 

His boasted power displayed ; 
'Tis kindness that secures hia aim, 
'Tis hope that feeds the kindling flame, 

Which Beauty first. convey'd. 

In Cbra's eyes the lightnings view \ 
Her lips^ with all the rose's hue 

Have all its sweets combined ; 
Yet vain the blush, and iaint the fire. 
Till lips at once, and eyes, conspire 

To prove the charmer kind.-^ 

Though wit might gild the tempting snare 
With softest accent, sweetest air. 

By Envy's self admir'd ; 
If Lesbia's wit betn^d her scorn, 
In vain might every Grace adorn ' 

What evoy Huse inspired. 

Thus airy Strephon tunM his lyre- 
He scom'd the pangs of wild deaircy 

Which love-aick swains endure \ 
Resolv'd to brave the keenest daxt. 
Since frowns could never wound his heart. 

And snules-— must ever cure. 
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But, ah ! how false these maxims prove* 
How fhul security from love. 

Experience hourly shows ! 
Love can imagined smiles supply, 
On eveiy charming lip and eye 

Eternal sweets hestows. 

{n vain we trust the fair one's eyes ; 
In vain tl^e sage explores the skies, 

To learn from stars his fate ; 
TUl led by fancy wide astray. 
He finds no planet mark his way ; 

Convinc'd and wise — ^too late. 

As partial to their words we pray, 
Tlien boldly join the lists of love. 

With towering hopes supplied : 
So heroes, taught by doubtful shrines. 
Mistook their deity's designs. 

Then took the field — and died. 



UPOW A VISIT 

TO A LADY OF QUALITY, 
IS wtsTK&i 1748. 

On fadr Asteria's blissful plains. 
Where ever-blooming Fancy reign^ 
How pleas'd we pass the winter's day. 
And charm the dull-ey'd Spleen away ! 

No linnet from the leafless bough. 
Pours forth her note melodious now; 
But all admire Asteria s tongue. 
Nor wish the linnet's vernal song. 
Vol.. XXIV. N 
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No flowers emit their tran&ent rays ; 
Yet sure Asteria's wit displays 
More various tints, more g^lowing lines. 
And with perennial beauty diines. 

Though rifled groves and fetter'd streams. 
But ill befriend a poet's dreams ; 
Asteria's presence wakes the lyre. 
And well supplies poetic fire. 

The fields have lost their lovely dye. 
No cheerful azure decks the sky ; 
Yet still we bless the louring day, 
Asteria smiles — and all is gay. 

Hence let the Muse no more presume 
To blame the winter's dreary gloom. 
Accuse his loitering hours no more. 
But, ah ! their envious haste deplore. 

For soon from Wit and Friendship's reign. 
The social hearth, the sprightly vein, 
I go — ^to meet the coming year 
On savage plains and deserts drear ! 

I go— to feed on pleasures flown. 
Nor find the spring my loss atone ; 
But 'mid the flowery sweets of May 
With pride recall this winter's day. 



TO MEMORY^ 1748. 
O MEMORT ! celestial maid ! 

Who glean'st the flowerets cropt by Time. 
And, sufiTering not a leaf to fade, 

Preserv'st the blossoms of our prime ; 
Bring, bring those moments to my mind. 
When life was new, and Lesbia kind. 
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And bring that garland to my aght 

With which my favour'd crook she bound, 

And bring that wreath of roses bright 
Which then my festive temples crown'd. 

And to my raptured ear convey 

The gentle things she deign'd to say. 

And sketch with care the Muses' bow'r. 

Where Isis rolls her silver tide. 
Nor yet omit one reed or flow'r 

That shines on CherweU's verdant side; 
If so thou may'st those hours prolong, 
When polish'd Lycon join'd my song. 



The song it 'Vails not to recite 

But, sure, to soothe our youthful dreams. 

Those banks and streams appeared more bright 
Than other banks, than other streams ; 

Or, by thy softening pencil shown. 

Assume they beauties not their own ? 

And paint that sweetly-vacant scene 
When, all beneath the poplar bough. 

My spirits light, my soul serene, 
I breath'd in verse one cordial vow. 

That nothing should my soul inspire 

But friendship warm and love entire. 

Dull to the sense of new delight. 
On thee the drooping Muse attends. 

As some fond lover, robb'd of sight. 
On thy expressive power depends. 

Nor would exchange thy glowing lineR, 

To live the lord of all that shines. 



"^ 
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But let me chase those tows away . 

Which at Ambition's shrine I made. 
Nor ever let thy skill display 

Those anxious moments, ill repaid ; 
Oh ! from my breast that season rase. 
And bring my childhood in its place. 

Bring me die bells, the rattle bring, 
And bring the hobby I bestrode. 

When pleas'd, in many a sportive ring 
Around .the room I jovial rode ; 

Ev'n let me bid my lyre adieu. 

And bring the whistle that I blew. 

Then will I muse, and pensive say, 
* Why did not these enjoyments last ? 

How sweetly wasted I the day. 
While innocence aUow'd to waste ! 

Ambition's toils alike are vain. 

But, ah ! for pleasure yield us pain ! 



WRITTEN TOWARDS TBE CLOSE OF THE YEAR 1748. 
TO WILLIAM LTTTSLTOir, ESQ.. 

How blithely pass'd the summer's day ! 

How bright was every flow'r ! 
While friends arrived, in circles gay. 

To visit Damon's bou'r ! 

But now, with silent step, I range 

Along some lonely shore : 
And Damon's bower (alas the change !) 

Is gay with friends no more. 
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Away to crowds and cities borne. 

In quest of joy they steer, 
Whilst I, alas ! am left forlorn 

To weep the partings year ! 

O pensive Autumn ! how I grieve 

Thy sorrowing- face to see ! 
When languid suns are taking leave 

Of every drooping tree. 

Ah ! let me not, with heavy eye, 

This dying scene survey ! 
Haste, Winter ! haste ; usurp the sky ; 

Complete mv bower's decay. 

Ill can I bear the motley cast 

Yon sickening leaves retain, 
That speak at once of pleasure past. 

And bode approaching pain. 

At home unbless'd, I gaze around. 

My distant scenes require. 
Where, all in murky vapours drown'd. 

Are hamlet, hill, andfl^ire. 

Though Thomson, sweet descriptive bard ! 

Inspiring Autumn sung ; 
Yet how should he the months regard 

That stopp'd his flowing tongue ? 

Ah ! luckless month% of all the rest. 

To whose hard share it fell ! 
For sure his was the gentlest breast 

That ever sung so weU. 

And see, the swallows now disown 

The roofs tjiey lovM before ; 
Each, like his tuneful genius, floWti 

To glad some happier shore. 
V N2 
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The wood-nymph eyes with pale affright. 

The sportsman's frantic deed. 
While hounds, and horns, and yells, unite 

To drown the Muse's reed. 

Ye fields ! with blighted herbage brown. 

Ye skies ! no longer blue ; 
Too much we feel from Fortune's frown 

To bear these frowns frt>m you. 

Where is the mead's unsullied green ? 

The zephyr's balmy g^e ? 
And where sweet Friendship's cordial mien. 

That brighten'd every vale ? , 

What though the vine disclose her dyes. 

And boast her purple store ? 
Not all the vineyard's rich supphes 

Can soothe our sorrows more. 

He ! he is gone, whose moral strain 

Could wit and mirth refine ; 
He ! he is g^ne, who^social vein 

SuTpass'd thepowePof wine. 

Fast by the streams he deign'd to pndse. 

In yon sequester'd grove. 
To him a votive urn I raise. 

To him and friendly Love. 

Yes, there, my friend ! forlorn and sad, 
I grave your Thomson's name ; 

And there his lyre, which fate forbade 
To sound your growing fame. 

There shall my plaintive song recount 
Dark themes of hopeless woe, . 

And faster than the dropping fovuit 
I'U teach mine eyes to flow. 
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There leaves, in spite of Autamn green. 
Shall shade the hallow'd ground ; 

And Spring will there again be seen. 
To call forth flowers around. 

But no kind suns will bid me share, 

Once more, his social hour ; 
Ah, Spring ! thou never canst repur 

This loss to Damon's bower. 



AJ^ IRREGULAR ODE, 

Arm sicKiTEss, 1749. 



— — MeBw, com Teneric ip«, euuuau. 

Hii wiili*d^c pieieikce will improve the MOf . 



Too long a stranger to repose. 

At length from Pain's abhorred couch I rose. 

And waoder'd finrth alone. 

To court once more the bahny breeze. 

And catch the verdure of the trees, 

Ere yet their charms were flown. 

^was from a bank ^th pannes gay 

I hail'd once more the cheerful day. 

The sun's forgotten beams : 

O Sun ! how pleadng were thy ray% 

Beflected from the polishM face 

Of yon refulgent streams! 

Bais'd by the scene, my feeble tongue 

Essay'd again the sweets of song. 
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And thus in feeble strains, and slow. 
The loitering numbers 'gan to flow. 

' Come, gentle Air ! my languid limbs restore. 

And bid me welcome from the Stygian shore ; 

For sure I heard the tender aghs, 

I seem'd to join the plaintive cries 

Of hapless youths, who through the myrtle grave 

Bewail for ever their unfinished love ; 

To that unjoyous clime, 

Tom from the sight of these ethereal skies, 

Debar'd the lustre of their Delia's eyes, 

And banish'd in their prime. 

* Come, gentle Air ! and, while the thickets bloom. 

Convey the jasmine's breath divine. 

Convey the woodbine's rich p^rfurtte. 

Nor spare the sweet-Ieaf'd eglantine ; 

And may'st thou shun the rugged storm 

Till Health her wonted charms explain. 

With Rural Pleasure in her train. 

To greet me in her fairest form ; 

While from this lofty mount 1 view 

The sons of Earth, the vulgar crew. 

Anxious for futile gains, beneath me stray, [way. 

And seek with erring step Contentment's obvious 

'Come, gentle Air! and thou, celestial Muse ! 

Thy genial flame infuse. 

Enough to lend a pensive bosom aid. 

And gild Retirement's gloomy shade; 

Enough to rear such rustic lays 

As foes may alight, but partial friends wiU praise.' 
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The gentle Air allowed my cUim, 

And, more to cheer my drooping frame. 

She mixM the bahn of opening flowers^ 

Such as the bee, withchemic powers, 

From Uybla's fragrant hills iiihales. 

Or scents Sabaea's blooming vales : 

But, ah ! the n3rmphs that heal the pennve mind* 

By prescripts more refin'd. 

Neglect their votary's anidous moan ; [flown. 

Oh ! how should they relieve ? — the Muses aU were 

By flowery plain or woodland shades 

I fondly sought the charming maids ; 

By woodland shades or flowery plain 

I sought them, faithless maids ! in vain ; 

When, lo ! in happier hour, 

I leave behind my native mead. 

To range where Zeal and Friendship lea4» 

To visit Luzborough's honour'd bower. 

Ah ! fooUsh man ! to seek the tunefiil maids 

On other plains, or near less verdant shades ! 

Scarce have my footsteps press'd the iavour'd 

When sounds ethereal strike my ear ; [g^und. 

At once celestial forms appear ; 

My fugitives are found ! 

The Muses here attune their lyreB, 

Ah ! partial, with unwonted fires ; 

Here, hand in hand, with careless mien. 

The sportive Graces trip the green. 

But whilst I wander'd o'er a scene so fiur, 
Too well at one survey I trace 
How every Muse and every Grace 
9ad long employed their care. 



1J4 ODXS. 

Lurks not a stone eniich'd with lively stain. 
Blooms not a flower amid the vernal store. 
Falls not a plume on India's distant plain. 
Glows not a shell on Adrian's rocky shore, 
But torn, methought,*from native lands or seas^ 
From their arrangement gain fresh power to please. 

And some had bent the wildering maze, 
Bedeck'd with every shrub that blows. 
And some entwin'd the willing sprays. 
To shield the' illustrious dame's repose ; 
Others had grac'd the ^nightly dome. 
And taught the portrait where to glow ; 
Others arrang'd the curious tome. 
Or mid the deooraited space 
Assign'd the laurell'd bust a place^ 
And given to learning all the pomp of show ; 
And now from every task withdrawn. 
They met and frisk'd it o'er the lawn. 

Ah ! woe is me, said I, 

And ••'s hilly circuit heard my cry : 

Have I for this with labour strove. 

And lavish'd all my little store 

To fence for you my shady grove, 

And scollop every winding shore. 

And fringe with every purple rose 

The sapphire stream that down my valley flows i 

Ah ! lovely treacherous maids ! 
To quit unseen my votive shades. 
When pale Disease and torturing Pain 
Had torn me from the breezy plain. 
And to a restless couch confin'4j 
Who ne'er your wonted tasks declin'd. 
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She needs not your officious M 

To swell the song, or plan the shade ; 

By genuine Fancy fir'd. 

Her native genius guides her hand^ 

And while she marks the sage commandy 

More lovely scenes her skill shall ndse. 

Her lyre resound with nohler rays 

Than ever you inspired. 

Thus I my rage and grief display, 
But vainly blame, and vainly mourn. 
Nor will a Grace or Muse return 
Till Luxborough lead the way. 



TO THE LATE DUCHESS 01* SOMSBSST. 1750. 

While orient skies restore the day. 
And dew-drops catch the lucid ray. 
Amid the sprightly scenes of morn 
Will aught the Muse inspire ? 
Oh ! peace to yonder clamorous horn. 
That drowns the sacred lyre ! 

Ye rural thanes ! that o'er the mossy down 

Some panting timorous hare pursue. 

Does nature mean your joys alone to crown \ 

Say, does she smooth her lawns for yoU } 

For you does Echo bid the rocks reply, [cry ? 

And, urg'd by rude constndnt, resound die jovial 



n 



156 ODES. 

See from the neighbouring hill, forloni. 

The wretched swain your sports survey i 

He finds his faithful fences torn, 

He finds his laboured crops a prey; 

He sees his flock — ^no more in circles feed. 

Haply beneath your ravage bleed. 

And with no random curses loads the deed. 

Nor yet, ye swains! conclude 

That Nature smiles for you alone ; 

Your bounded souls, and your conceptions crude. 

The proud, the selfish boast disown : 

Yours be the produce of the soil ; 

O may it still reward your toil ! 

Nor ever the defenceless train 

Of clinging infiints ask support in vain ! 

But though the various harvest ^d your plains, 

Does the mere landscape feast your eye ? 

Or the warm hope of distant gains 

Far other cause of glee supply ? 

Is not the red streak^is future juice 

The source of your delight profound. 

Where Ariconium pours her gems profuse. 

Purpling a whole horizon round ? 

Athirst, ye praise the limpid stream, Ms true r 

But though, the pebbled shores among. 

It mimic no unpleasing song. 

The limpid fountain murmxirs not for you. 

Unpleas'd, ye see the thickets bloom, 
Uni^eas'd, the Spring her flowery robe resume*, 
Unmov'd, the mountains airy pile. 
The dappled mead without a smile. 



O let a rural conscious Muse, 
For well she knows, your froward sense accuse : 
Forth to the solemn oak you bring the square, 
And span the roassy trunk before you cry-^'Tls fair. 

Nor yet, ye learn'd ! nor yet, ye courtly trsun ! 

If haply from your haunts ye stray 

To waste with us a summer's day. 

Exclude the taste of every swain. 

Nor our untutor'd sense disdain : 

"lis Nature only gives exclusive right 

To relish her supreme delight ; 

She, where she pleases, kind or coy. 

Who furnishes the scene, and forms us to enjoy. 

Then hither bring the fair ingenuous mind, 
By her auspicious aid refin'd. 
Ta> ! not an hedge-row hawthorn blows. 
Or humble harebell paints the plain. 
Or valley winds, or fountain flows. 
Or purple heath is tinged in vain : 
For such the rivers dash the foaming tides. 
The mountain swells, the dale subsides ; 
Ev'n thriftless furze detains their wandering sight. 
And the rough barren rock grows pregnant with 

[delight. 
With what suspicious fearful care 
The sordid wretch secures his claim. 
If haply some luxurious heir 
Should alienate the fields that wear his name ! 
What scruples, lest some future birth 
Should litigate a span of earth ! [prose. 

Bonds, contracts, feoffments, names unmeet for 
The towering Muse endures not to disclose : 
Vol. XXIV. O 
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Alas ! hep unrevera*d decree. 

More comprehenttve and morefree. 

Her lavish charter, taste, appropriates all we see. 

Let gondolas their painted flags unfold. 

And be the solemn day enroll'd, 

When, to confirm his lofty plea. 

In nuptial sort, with bridal gold. 

The gjrave Venetian weds the sea : 

Each laughing Muse derides the vow -, 

Ev^n Adria scorns the mock embrace, 

To some lone hermit on the mountain's brow« 

Allotted, from his natal hour, 

With all her myrtle shores in dow'r. 

His breast, to admiration prone. 

Enjoys the smile upon her face. 

Enjoys triumphant every grace. 

And finds her more his own. 

Fatigued with Forms oppressive laws. 
When Somerset avoids the great. 
When, cloy'd with merited applause, 
She seeks the rural calm retreat ; 
Does she not praise each mossy cell ; 
And feel the truth my numbers tell ? 
When, deafen'd by the loud acclaims 
Which genius grac'd with rank obtains, 
Could she not more delighted hear 
Yon throstle chant the rising year P 
Could she not spurn the wreaths of fame, 
To crop the primrose of the plion ! 
Does she not sweets in each fair valley find» 
Lost to the sons of Power, unknown to half suun- 
kind? 
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Ah ! can she covet there to see 
The splendid slaves, the reptile race, 
That oil the tongtie and bow the knee, 
That slight her merit, but adore her place ? 
Far happier, if arig^ht I deem. 
When from gay throngs and gilded spires, 
To where the lonely halcyons play. 
Her philosophic step retires ; 
While, stndious of the moral theme. 
She to some smooth sequestered stream 
likens the swuns* inglorious day. 
Pleased fipom the flowery margin to survey 
Row cool, serene, and clear, the current glides 
away. 

O blind to tru^, to virtue blind. 
Who slight the sweetly pensive mind! 
On whose fair birth the Graces mild> 
And every Muse prophetic smiPd* 
Not that the poet's boasted fire 
Should Fame's wide echoing trumpet swell. 
Or on the music of his lyre 
Bach future age with rapture dwell ; 
The vaunted sweets of praise remove. 
Yet shall such bosoms claim a part 
In all that glads the human heart ; 
Yet these the spirits form'd to judge and prove 
All Nature's charms immense, and Heaven's un- 
bounded love. 

And, oh ! the transport most allied to song. 
In some fair villa's peaceful bound. 
To catch soft hints from Nature's tongue. 
And bid Arcadia bloom around ; 
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Whetiier we fring^e the sloping hill. 
Or smooth below the verdant mead ; 
Whether we break the falling rill. 
Or through meandering mazes lead ; 
Or in the horrid bramble's room 
Bid careless groups of roses bloom. 
Or let some shelter'd lake serene 
Reflect flowers, woods, and spires, and brighten 

[all the scene. 
O sweet disposal of the rural hour ! 
O beauties never known to cloy ! 
While Worth and Genius haunt the favoured bow'r. 
And every gentle breast partakes the joy ; 
While Charity at eve surveys the swain. 
Enabled by these toils to cheer 
A train of helpless infants dear. 

Speed whistling home across the plain $ i 

See vagprant Luxury, her handmaid gprown» 
For half her graceless deeds atone, [own. j 

And haUs the , bounteous work, and ranks it with her_ | 



Why brand these pleasures with the name 
Of soft unsocial toils, of indolence and shame ? 
Search but the garden or the wood, 
Let yon admir'd carnation own 
Not all was meant for raiment or for food. 
Not all for needful use alone ; 
There, while the seeds of future blossoms dwell, 
*Tis colour*d for the sight, perfum'd to please the 

[smell. 
Why knows the nightingale to sing ? 
Why flows the pine's nectareous juice ? 
Why shines with paint the linnet's wing ? 
For sustenance alone ? for use ? 
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For preservation ? Every sphere 
Shall bid &ir Pleasure's rightful claim appear ; 
And sure there seem, of human kind. 
Some bom to shun the solemn strife ; 
Some for amusive tasks designed. 
To soothe the certain ills of life ; 
Grace its lone vales with many a budding rose, 
^ew founts of bliss disclose, 
Call fbrth refreshing shades, and decorate re<> 
pose. 

From plains and woodlands, from the view 
Of rural Nature's bloonnng face» 
Smit with the glare of rank and place, 
To courts the sons of Fancy flew ; 
There long had Art ordain'd a rival seat, 
There had she lavish'd all her care. 
To form a scene more dazzling fair. 
And called them from their green retreat, 
To share her proud control; 
Had given the robe with grace to flow. 
Had taught exotic gems to glow, 
And» emulous of Nature's pow'r, 
Mimic'd the plume, the leaf, the flow'r ; 
Changed the complexion's native hue. 
Moulded each rustic limb anew. 
And warp'd the very soul. 

Awhile her magic strikes the novel eye. 
Awhile the fairy forms delight ; 
And now aloof we seem to fly 
On purple pinions through a purer sky. 
Where all is wondrous, all is bright : 

02 
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Now, landed on some spangled shore. 

Awhile each dazzled maniac roves. 

By sapphire lakes through emerald groves : 

Paternal acres please no mote ; 

Adieu ! the simple, the sincere delight — 

The habitual scene of bill and dale, 

The rural herds, the vernal gale. 

The tangled vetch's purple bloom, 

The fragrance of the bean's perfume. 

Be theirs alone who cultivate the soil. 

And drink the cup of thirst, and eat the bread of toil. 

But soon the p:|g«ant fades away ! 
*Ti8 Nature only bears perpetual sway. 
We pierce the counterfeit delight, 
Fatigu'd with splendour's irksome beams ; 
Fancy again demands the sight 
Of native groves and wonted streams ; 
Pants for the scenes that charm'd her youthful eyes. 
Where Truth maintains her court, and banishes 
Disguise. 

Then hither oft, ye Senators ! retire ; 
With Nature here high converse hold ; 
For who like Stamford her delights adsiire, 
like Stamford shall with scorn behold 
The' unequal bribes of pageantry and gold ; 
Beneath ^e British oak's majestic shade 
Shall see fair Truth, immortal maid ! 
Friendship in artless guise array'd. 
Honour and moral beauty shine 
With more attractive charms, with radiance more 
divine. 
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Yes, here alone did highest Heayen ordun 
The lasting magazine of charms, 
Whatever wins, whatever warmsj^ 
Whatever fancy seeks to share. 
The great, the various, and the fair. 
For ever should remain ! 

Her impulse nothing may restrain—- 

Or whence the joy mid columns, tow'rs, 

Midst all the city's artful trim. 

To rear some breathless vapid flow'rs. 

Or shrubs fuliginously grim ? 

From rooms of silken foliage vain. 

To trace the dun far-distant grove. 

Where, smit with undissembled pain. 

The woodlark mourns her absent love. 

Borne to the dusty town from native air. 

To mimic rural hfe, and soothe 9ome vapoured fair ? 

But how must faithless Art prevail. 

Should all who taste our joy sincere. 

To virtue, truth, or science, dear. 

Forego a court's alluring pale. 

For dimpled brook and leafy grove. 

For that rich luxury of thought they love ! 

Ah, no ! from these the public sphere requires 

Example for its giddy bands; 

From these impartial Heaven demands 

To spread the flame itself inspires ; 

To sift Opinion's mingled mass, 

Impress a nation's taste, and bid the sterling pass. 

Happy, thrice happy they. 

Whose graceful deeds have exemplary shone 

Bound the gay precincts of a throne 
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With mild effective beams! 
Who bands of fair ideas bring, 
By solemn grot or shady spring, 
To join their pleasing dreams ! 
Theirs is the rural bliss without alloy v 
They only that deserve, enjoy. 

What though nor fabled Diyad haunt their grove. 

Nor Naiad near their fountains rove ? 

Yet all embodied to the mental sight, 

A train of smiling Virtues bright 

Shall there the wise retreat allow, [brow. 

Shall twine triumphant palms to deck the wanderer's 

And though, by faithless friends alarm'd. 
Art have with Nature wag'd presumptuous war. 
By Sejonour^s winning influenbe charm'd. 
In whom their gplfts united shine. 
No longer shall their councils jar. 
^Tis bar's to mediate the peace : 
Near Percy Lodge, with awe-struck mien. 
The rebel seeks her lawful queen. 
And havoc and contention cease. 
I see the rival powers combine. 
And aid each other's fair design ; 
Nature exalt the mound where Art shall build. 
Art shape the gay alcove, while Nature paints the 
field. 

Begin, ye songsters oi the grove I 

O warble forth your noblest lay ; 

Where Somerset vouchsafes to rove. 

Ye leverets ! freely sport and play. 

-—Peace to the strepent horn ! 

Let no harah diisoiuuice disturb the mom ; 
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No sounds inelegant and rude 

Her sacred solitudes profane. 

Unless her candour not exclude 

The lowly shepherd's votive strain, 

Who tunes his reed amidst his rural cheer. 

Fearful, yet not averse, that Somerset should hear. 



TO IJ<ri)OLEJ\rCE, 1750. 

Ah ! why for ever on the wing 
Persists my wearied soul to roam ? 

Why, ever cheated, strives to bring 
Or pleasure or contentment home ? 

Thus the poor bird that draws his name 
From Paradise's honoured groves, 

Careless fatigues his little frame. 
Nor finds the resting place he loves. 

Lo ! on the rural mossy bed 

My limbs with careless ease recUn'd; 

Ah, gentle Sloth ! indulgent spread 
The same soft bandage o'er my mind. 

For why should lingering thought invade. 
Yet eveiy worldly prospect cloy ? 

Lend me, soft Sloth ! thy friendly aid, 
And give me peace, debar'd of joy« 

Lov'st thou yon calm and nlent flood, 
That never ebbs, that never flows, 

Protected by the circling wood 
From each tempestuous wind that blows ? 
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An altar on its bank shall rise, 
Where oft thy votary shall be found ; 

What time pale Autumn lulls the sines. 
And sickening verdure fades around. 

Ye busy race! ye factious train ! 

That haunt Ambition's gtiilty shrine. 
No more perplex the world in vain. 

But offer here your vows with mine. 

And thou, puissant queen ! be kind : 
If e'er I 8har*d thy balmy pow'r. 

If e'er I sway'd my active mind 
To weave for thee the rural bow*r ; 

Dissolve in sleep each anxious care. 
Each unavailing sigh remove ; 

And only let me wake to share 

The sweets of friendship and of love. 



TO A TOUJsrG LADY, 

SOXKWHAT TOO SOLICITOUS ABOUT HKR MANNBB Or 

EXPRESSIOir. 

SuBVBT, my fair ! that lucid stream 

Adown the smiling valley stray; 
Would Art attempt, or Fancy dream, 

To regulate its winding way ? 

So pleas'd I view thy shining hair 

In loose dishevell'd ringlets flow ; 
Not all thy art, not all thy care. 

Can there one single grace bestow. 
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Survey again that verdant hill. 

With native plants enamell'do'er; 
Say, can the painter's utmost skill 

Instruct one flower to please us more ? 

As vain it were, with artful dye. 

To change the hloom thy cheeks disclose ; 

And, oh ! may Laura, ere she tiy. 
With fresh vermilion paint the rose. 

Hark how the woodlark's tuneful throat 

Can every studied grace excel ; 
Let Art constrain the rambling note. 

And will she, Laura, please so well P 

Oh ! ever keep thy native ease. 

By no pedantic law confinM : 
For Laura's voice is form'd to please^ 

So Laura's words be not unkind. 
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WRITTKN' IJV A FLOWER BOOK 

OF HT OWK COLOVBIVe, 
DESI6MED FOR LADY PLYMOUTH, 1753-4. 



Ddiitte nymphb opifex eoroiue. Htr, 

Conitruetor of the tiilNitMy wreath 
ForrunI maids. 



Bbino, Flora, bring thy treasures here. 
The pride of all the blooming year. 
And let me thence a garland fhime 
To crown this fair, this peerless, dame ! 

But, ah ! since envious Winter lours. 
And Hewell meads resign their flow'rs, 
Let Art and Friendship's joint essay 
Diffuse their flowerets in her way. 

Not Nature can herself prepare 
A worthy wreath for Lesbia's hair. 
Whose temper, like her forehead, smooth* 
Whose thoughts and accents form'd to sooth^ 
Whose pleasing mien, and make refin'd. 
Whose artless breast, and polish'd mind. 
From aU the nymphs of plain or grove 
Deserv'd and won my Plymouth's love ! 
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TEE DTIJSTG KID. 



Optimft qucqiie dies miaeris nMvtAlibui tty\ 

Prima fiigit VIRG. 

Ab ! wretched roortab we !— our brig^teit days 
On fleetest pinion fly* 



A TBAB bedews my Delia's eye. 
To think yon playful kid must die ; 
From crystal spsing and flowery mead 
Must in his prime of life recede ! 

Erewhile, in sportive circles round 
She saw him wheel, and frisk, and bound ; 
From rock to rock pursue his way. 
And on the fearful margin play. 

Pleas'd on his various freaks to dwell. 
She saw him climb my rustic cell. 
Thence eye my lawns with verdure bright. 
And seem all ravish'd at the sight. 

She tells, with what delight he stood 
To trace his features in the flood. 
Then skip'd aloof with quaint ama2e. 
And then drew near agadn to gaze. 

She tells me, how with eager speed 
He flew to hear my vocal reed ; 
And hov, with critic &ce profound 
And stedfast ear^ devoured the sound. 
Vox. XXIV. P 
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.His eveiy frolic^ light as air. 
Deserves the gentle Delia's care. 
And tears bedew her tender eye, 
To think the playful kid must die. 

But knows my Delia, timely wise. 
How soon this blameless aera flies ? 
While violence and craft succeed. 
Unfair design, and ruthless deed ! 

Soon would the vine his wounds deplore, 
And yield her purple g^s no more ; 
Ah ! soon erasM from every grove 
Were Delia's name and Strephon's love. 

No more those bowers might Sl^ephon see. 
Where first he fondly gaz'd on thee ; 
No more those beds of flowerets find* 
Which for thy charming brows he twin'd. 

Each wayward passion soon would tear 
His bosom, now so void of care ; 
And when they left his ebbing vein. 
What but insipid age remain ? 

Then mourn not the decrees of Fate, 
That gave his life so short a date ; 
And I will join my tenderest sigha. 
To think that youth so quickly flies ! 
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So dear my Lucio is to me. 

So well our minds and tempers blend. 
That seasons may for ever flee. 

And -ne'er divide me from my friend; 
But let the favour'd boy forbear 
To tempt with love my only fair. 

O Lycon ! bom when every Muse, 
When every Grace, benignant smil'd. 

With all a parent's breast could choose 
To bless her lov'd, her only child ; 

'Tis thine, so richly grac'd, to prove 

More noble cares than cares of love. 

Together we from early youth 

Have trod the flowery tracks of time^ 

Together mus'd in search of truth. 
O'er learned sage o|r bard sublime ; 

And well thy cultur'd breast I know. 

What wondrous treasure it can show. 

Come, then, resume the charming lyre, . 

And sing some patriot's worth sublime. 
Whilst I in fields of soft desire 

Consume my fair and fruitless prime ; 
Whose reed aspires but to display 
The flame that bums me night and day. 

O come ! the Dryads of the woods 
Shall daily soothe thy studious mind. 

The blue-ey'd njrmphs of yonder floods 
Shall meet and court thee to be kind ; 

And Fame sits listening for thy lays, 

To swell her trump with Lucio's praise. 
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like me, the plover fondly tries 
To lure the sportsmin from her nest. 

And fltttterii^ on with anxious cries, 
Too plainly shows her tortur'd breast ; 

O let him, consdous of her^care. 

Pity her paina, and learn to spare. 



Ji PASTORAL ODE. 

TO TBI BOKOVBABUB SIB BICBABB LTTTBlTOir. 

Tbb mom dispensed a dubious light, 
A sullen mist had stolen from sight 

Each pleasing vale and hill, 
When Damon left his humble bowers 
To guard his flocks to fence bis flowers. 

Or check his wandering rill. 

Though school'd from Fortune's paths to fly. 
The swain beneath each louring sky 

Would oft his £ite bemoan. 
That he, in silvan shades foiiom. 
Must waste his cheeriess ev'n and mom. 

Nor prais'd, nor lov'd, nor known. 

No friend to Fame's obstreperous noise. 
Yet to the whispers of her voice, 

Soft murmuring, not a foe ; 
The pleasures he through choice declin'd. 
When gloomy fogs depress'd his mind. 

It griev'd him to forego. 



GrievM him to lutk the lakes beade, 
Where coots in rushy dingles hide. 

And moorcocks shun the day. 
While caitiff bitterns, undismayed. 
Remark the swain's familiar shade, - 

And scorn to quit their prey. 

But see the radiant sun once more 
The brightening face of Heaven restore, 

And raise t^e doubtful dawn ; 
And more to g^ld his rural sphere, 
At once the brightest train appear 

That ever trod the lawn. 

» 

Amazement chill'd the shepherd's frai^e. 
To think Bridgewater^s* honour'd name 

* Should grace his rustic cell ; 
That she, on all whose motions wait 
Distinction^ titles, rank, and state. 
Should rove where shepherds dwell. 

But true it is, the generous mind. 
By candour sway'd, by taste refin'd. 

Will nought but vice disdain ; 
I^or will the breast, where fiincy glows, 
Deem every flower a weed that blows 

Amid the desert plain. 

Beseems it such, with honour crown'd, 
To deal its lucid beams around. 

Nor equal meed receive ; 
At most such garlands from the field. 
As cowslips, pinks, and pannes yield. 

And rural hands can weave. 

' • Tie DnthM of Bridgewaisr, avakdVi&Bictadlvttel- 
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Yet strive, ye shepherds ! strive to find. 
And weave the fairest of the kind. 

The prime of all the spring. 
If haply thus yon lovely fair 
May round her temples deig'n to wear 

The trivial wreaths you bring. 

O how the peaceful halcyons played. 
Where'er the conscious lake betray*d 

Athenia's placid mien ! 
How did the sprightlier linnets throng. 
Where Paphia's charms requir'd the song, 

Mid hazel copses g^een ! 

Lo, Dartmouth on those banks reclin'd, 

While busy fancy calls to mind • # 

The glories of his line ! 
Methinks my cottage rears its head, 
The ruin'd walls of yonder shed. 

As through enchantment, shine. 

But who the nymph that guides their way r 
Could ever nymph descend to stray 

From Hagley's fam'd retreat? 
Else by the blooming features fair. 
The fitultless make, the matchless air, 

*Twere Cynthia's form complete. 

So would some tuberose delight. 

That struck the pilgrim's wondering sight 

Mid lonely deserts drear, 
All as at eve the sovereign flower 
Dispenses ro«^its balmy power. 

And crownSmie fragrant year. 
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Ah ! now no more, tbe shepherd cried, 
Must I Ambition's channs deride. 

Her subtle force disown ; 
No more of faiins or fairies dream. 
While Fancy, near each crystal stream, 

Shall paint these forms idone. 

By low-brow'd rock or pathless mead, 
. I deem'd that splendour ne*er should lead 

My dazzled eyes astray ; 
But who, alas ! will dare contend. 
If beauty add, or merit blend 

Its more illustrious ray ? 

Nor is it long — ^O plaintive swain ! 
Since Guernsey saw, without disdain, 

Where, hid in woodlands green, 
The partner of his early days*. 
And once the rival of his praise. 

Had stol'n through life unseen. 

Scarce faded is the vernal flower. 
Since Stamford left his honour'd bow'r 

To smile familiar here : 
O form'd by nature, to disclose 
How fair that courtesy which flows 

From social warmth sincere ? 

Nor yet have many moons decay'd. 
Since PoUio sought this lonely shade, 

Admir'd this rural maze : 
The noblest breast that Virtue fiifea. 
The Graces love, the Muse inspires, 

Might pant for Poflio's praise. 

* ThKf wen MhwMUlMra* . :^^ .:■ 
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Say, ThoiHsoii here was known to rest } 
For him yon vernal seat I dtess'd, 

Ah ! never to return ! 
In place of wit and melting strains, ^ 
And social mirth, it now remains 

To weep beside his urn. 

Come then, my Lelius ! come once more. 
And fringe the melancholy shore 

With roses and with baya^ 
While I each wayward Fate accuse, 
That envied his impartial Muse, 

To «ing your early praise. 

While Philo^ to whose favoured sight 
Antiquity, with full delight, 

Her inmost wealth displays ; 
Beneath yon ruin's mouldered wall 
Shall muse, and with his friend recal 

The pomp of ancient days. 

Here too shall Conway's name appear. 
He praisM the stream so lovely clear, 

That shone the reeds among ; 
Yet clearness could it not disclose. 
To match the rhetoric that flows 
, From Conwajr's polish'd tongue. 

Ev'n Htt, whose fervent periods roil 
Besistless through the Vindling ^aok 

Of senates, coiincila^ kings I 
Though form'd fior courta^ vouetaLf d to zof^^ 
Inglorious, through the sbqiliciM gnv^ 

And ope his hmMviX apm^ 
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But what can courts discover more 
Than these rude haunts have seen before. 

Each fount and shady tree ? 
filave not these trees an^ fountains seen 
The pride of courts, the winnings mien 

Of peerless Aylei^ury ? 

And Grenville, she whose radiant eyes 
Have mark'd by slow (^dation rise 

The princely piles of Stow ; 
Yet praisM these unembellish'd woods. 
And smil'd to see the babbling floods 

Through self-worn mazes flow 

Say, Dartmouth, who your banks admir'd. 
Again beneath your caves retir'd. 

Shall grace the pen^ve shade ; 
With all the bloom, with all the truth. 
With all the sprightliness of youth. 

By cool reflection sway'd ? 

Brave, yet humane, shall Smith appear ; 
Ye sailors ! though his name be dear. 

Think him not yours alpne : 
Grant him in other spheres to charm ; 
The shepherds' breasts though mild are warm^ 

And ours are all his own. 

O Lyttelton ! my honour'd guest. 
Could I describe thy generous breast, 

Thy firm, yet poUsh'd mind ; 
How public love adorns tfay name. 
How Fortune too conspires with Fame, 

The song should please mankind. 



SONOS AND BALLADS. 



A PASTORAL BALLAIk 

nr TOUB FABT8. 

1733. 



AiliiMtmhiimileH|aerayrie». "^^^' 

Groret and lowly ahrubi. 



I. ABSENCE. 

Yb ihepherds ! so cheerful and gay, 

Whose flocks never carelessly roam \ 
Should Corydon's happen to stray. 

Oh! call the poor wanderers home. 
Allow me to muse and to sig^h, 

Nor talk of the change that ye find ; 
None once was so watchful as I ; 

—I have left my dear Phyllis behind. 

Now I know what it is to have attove 

With the torture of doubt and desire ; 
What it is to admire and to love. 

And to leave her we love and admire. 
Ah ! lead forth my flock in the morn. 

And the damps of each evening repel ; 
Alas! I am faint and forlorn ; 

—I have bade ray dear Phyllis farewell. 



, SOKM Am B1.LI.4DI. 179 

Since Phyllis vouchsafd me a look, 

I never once dreamM of my vine ; 
May I lose both my pipe and my crook 

If I knew of a kid that was mine. 
I priz'd evety hour that went by 

Beyond all that had pleas'd roe before ; 
But now they are past, and I sigh. 

And I grieve that I priz*d them no more. 

But why do I languish in vain ? 

Why wander thus pensively here ? 
Oh ! why did I come from the plain, 

Where I fed on the smiles of my dear ? 
They tell me my ^vourite maid. 

The pride of that valley, is flown ; 
Alas ! where with her I have stray'd, 

I could wander with pleasure alone. 

When forc'd the fair nymph to forego, 

What anguish I felt at my heart ! 
Yet I thought — ^but it might not be so— 

'Twas with pain that she saw me depart. 
She g^'d as I slowly withdrew : 

My path I could hardly discern : 
So sweetly she bade me adieu, 

I thought that she bade me return. 

The pilgrim that journeys all day 

To visit some far-distant shrine. 
If he bear but a relic away. 

Is happy, nor heard to repine : 
Thus widely remov*d from the fidr. 

Where my tows, my devotion, I owe j 
Soft hope is the relic I bear. 

And my tolftce whererer 1 go. 
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II. HOPS. 

Mr banks they are fumish'd with beea^ 

Whose murmur invites one to sleep ; 
My grottos are shaded with trees, 

And my hills are white over with sheep. 
I seldom have met with a loss. 

Such health do my fountains bestow ; 
My fountains, all bordered with moss, 

Where the harebells and violets grow. 

Not a pine in my grove is there seen 

But with tendrils of woodbine is bound ; 
Not a beech's more beautiful green 

But a sweetbriar entwines it around : 
Not my fields, in the prime of the year, 

More charms than my cattle unfold ; 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear. 

But it glitters with fishes of gold. 

One would think she might like to retire 

To the bow'r I have laboured to rear; 
Not a shrub that I heard her admire. 

But I hasted and planted it there. 
O how sudden the jessamine strove 

With the lilac to render it gay ! 
Already it calls for my love 

To prune the wild branches away. 

From the plains, firom the woodlands and groves. 
What strains of wild melody flow ! 

How the nightingales warble their loves 
Prom thickets of roses that blow ! 
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And when her bright form shall appear. 

Each bird shall hannonioasly join 
In a concert 60 soft and so cleai^ 

As— «he may not be fond to resign. 

I have found out a gift for my fair; 

I have found where the wood-pigeons breed ; 
But let me that plunder forbear. 

She will say 'twas a barbarous deed : 
For he ne'er could be true, she aver'd. 

Who could rob a poor bird of its young ; 
And I lovM her the more when I heard 

Such tenderness fall from^her tongue. 

I hare heard her with sweetness unfold. 

How tiiat pity was due to — a dove ; 
That it ever attended the bold. 

And she call'd it the sister of Love. 
But her words such a pleasure convey^ 

So much I her accents adore. 
Let her speak, and whatever she say, 

Methinks I should love her the more. 

Can a bosom so gentle remain 

Unmoved when her Coiydon sighs? 
Will a nymph that is fon^of the plain. 

These plains and this valley despise i* 
Dear regions of nlence and shade ! 

Soft scenes of contentment and ease ! 
Where I could have pleanngly stray'd, 

If aught in her absence could please. 

But where does my Phyllida stray ! 

And where are her grots and her bow'rs? 
Are the groves and the vallies as gay, 

And the shepherds as gentle as ours? 

Vol. xxrv. Q 
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The groTot may p^:liap8 be as fnr. 
And the face d the yalties as fine ; 

The swains may in manners eompai*e^ 
But their lore is not equal to mine. 



III. soucmiDi. 

Wht will you my pasnon reprove ? 

Why term it a folly to grieve ? 
Ere I show you the charms of my love, 

She is fairer than you can believe. 
With her mien she enamours the brave, . 

With her wit she engages the free. 
With her modesty pleases the grave; 

She is every way pleasing to me. 

you that have been of her tndn. 
Come and Join in my amorous lays ! 

1 could lay down my life for the swain. 

That will sing but a song in her praise. 
When he angs, may the nymphs of the town 

Come trooping, and listen the ii^le : 
Nay on him let not Phyllida fix>wn, 

—But I caimot allow her to smile. 

For when Paridel tries in the dance 

Any fiivour with Phyllis to find» 
O how with one trivial glance 

Might she ruin the peace of my mind ! 
In ringlets he dresses his hair. 

And his crook is.bestudded around ; 
And his pipe— oh ! may Phyllis beware 

Of a magic there is in the sound! 
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^Tis his with mock passion to glow ; 

'Tis his in smooth tales to unfold-* 
< H<ow her fiice is as bright as the snow. 

And her bbsom, be sure, is as cold : 
How the nightingales labour the strain. 

With the notes of his charmer to vie : 
How they vary their accents in vun, 

Bepine at her triumphs, and die.' 

To the grove or the garden he strays. 

And pillages every sweet. 
Then suiting the wreath to his lays. 

He throws it at Phyllis's feet. 

* O Phyllis ! (he whispers) more fidr. 

More sweet, than the jessamine's flow'r ! 
'What are pinks in a mom to compare ? 
"What is eglantine after a show'r ? 

* Then the lUy no longer is white. 

Then the rose is deprived of its bloom. 
Then the violets die with despight. 

And the woodbines g^ve up their perfume/ 
Thus glide the soft numbers along. 

And he fancies no shepherd his peer ; 
—Yet I never should envy the song. 

Were not Phyllis to lend it an ear. 

XiCt his cropk be with hyacinths bound. 

So Phylhs the trophy despise; 
Let his forehead with laurels be crown'd. 

So they shine not in Phyllis's eyes. 
The language that flows from the heart 

Is a stranger to ParidePs tongue ; 
— -Tet may she beware of his art; 

Or sure I must envy the song. 
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IT. snAPpoiNTjnirr. 

• 

Ys shepherds ! ^ve ear to my lay. 

And take no more heed of my sheep : 
They have nothing to do but to stray, 

I have nothing to do but to weep. 
Yet do not my folly reprove ; 

She was fiur— and my passion begun ; 
She smil'd — and I could not but love ; 

She is faithless — and I am undone. 

Perhaps I was void of all thought; 

Perhaps it was plain to foresee. 
That a nymph so complete would be sought 

By a swain'Ynore engaging than me. 
Ah ! love every hope can inspire, 

It banishes wisdom the while, ~ 
And the lip of the nymph we admire 

Seems for ever adorn'd with a smile. 

She is faithless, and I am undone ; 

Ye that witness the woes I endure. 
Let reason instruct you to shun. 

What it cannot instruct you to cure. 
Beware how you loiter in vain 
- Amid nymphs of an higher degree ; 
It is not for me to explain 

How &ir and how fickle they be. 

Alas ! from the day that we met 
What hope of an end to my woes ? 

When I cannot endure to forget 
The glance that undid my repose. 
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Tet time miy diimniah ike p«m : 

The flower, and th^ shrub, and the tree, 

Which I rear'd for her pleasure in yain* 
In time may have comfort for me. 

The sweets of a dew-sprinkled rose. 

The sound of a murmuring^ stream. 
The peace which from solitude flows, 

Henceforth shall be Corydon's theme. 
Hig^h transports are ihowa to the sight. 

But we are not to find them our own; 
Fate never bestow'd such delight 

As I with my Phyllis had known. 

ye woods ! spread your branches i^ace. 
To your deepest recesses I fly, 

1 would hide with the beasts of the chase, 

I would vanish from eveiy eye. 
Yet my reed shall resound through the grove 

Wilh the same sad complaint it begun ; 
How she smil'd, and I could not but love ! 

Was faithless, and I am undone ! 



TBE PRLYCES8 ELIZAjBETK 
A BALLAD. 

ALLVmXB TO A STOBT BBGOBBBD OB HBB, ITBBir SBB 
WAS BBISOVBB AT WOOBSTOCK, 1554. 

Wiu. you hear how^iiee v^j^ahig 

Great Eliza captive lay, 
Sach ambitiouB thoiigl^ Bea^giiiqg* 

Tott to ricliei^ poippb «Ad wi^ ? 
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While the nymphs and swains delighted 
Tript around in all their pride. 

Envying joys by others slighted* 
Thus the royal maiden cried : , 

^ fired on plains, or born in rallies, 
Who would bid those scenes adieu? 

Stranger to the arts of malice. 
Who would ever courts pursue ? 

* MaUce never taught to treasure. 

Censure never taught to bear; 
Love is all the shepherd's pleasure ; 
^ove is all the damsel's care. 

^ How can they of humble station 
Vainly blame the powers above ; 

Or accuse the dispensation. 
Which allows them all to love ? 

* Love, like air, is widely given ; 

Power nor Chance can these restrain 
Truest, noblest gifts of Heaven ! 
Only purest on the plain 1 

' Peers can no such charms discover. 
All in stars and garters drest. 

As on Sundays does the lover. 
With his nosegay on his breast. 

' Pinks and roses in profusion. 
Said to fade when Ohloe's near; 

Fops may use the same allusion. 
But the shepherd is nncere. 

' Hark to yonder milkmaid singing 
Cheerly o'er the brimming pail. 

Cowslips, all around her springing, 
Sweetly paint the golden vale. 
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* Never yet did courtly maiden 

Move 80 sprightly, look so fkir; 
Never breast, with jewels laden. 
Pour a song so void of care. 

' Would indulgent Heaven had granted 

Me, some rural damsel's part ! 
All the empire I had wanted. 

Then had been my shepherd'^ heart. 

* Then with him o'er lulls and mountains 
Free from fetters might I rove, 

fearless taste the crystal fountains. 
Peaceful sleep beneath the grove. 

* Rustics had been more forgiving, 

Partial to my virgin bloom ; 
None had envied me when living. 
None had triumphM o'er my tomb.' 



Ig^y Mir«f Aim «AXftaM. 

JMI^CT OF TOE YALB. 

▲ BAIXAS.- 



yerine OftHiteA; tkymo miU daleior RyMiB ! 
. eTgnis ! iMdent ftrmorior aBa t 



O tkdfttM I Nen»«' Hooming chiW, 
More sweet tliM thyme by Hybto beei eihal^ 
Iteirer tlum iwiiw, more beauteous to behoM. 
Thmivy*s|Niiest wbke. 



The western sky was purpled o*er 

With every pleasing ray. 
And flocks, reviving, feh no more 

The sultry heats of day ; 

JWhen from an hazel's artless bower 
Soft warbled Strephon's tongue ; 

He bless'd the scene, he bless'd the hour. 
While Nancy's praise he sung. 

< Let fops with fickle falsehood range 

The paths of wanton love. 
While weeping maids lament thdir change. 
And sadden every groves 

< But endless blessings crown the day, 

I saw fiur Esham's dale \ 
And every blesang find its wmy 
To Nancy of the Vale. 

< Twas from A vena's banks the maid 

Diffus'd her lovely beams. 
And every shining glance dispky'd 
The naiad of the strettns. 
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* Soft 88 the wild duck's tender youngs 

That flo^t on Avon's tide. 
Bright as the water-lily, sprung^. 
And gplittering near its nde : 

* Fresh as the bordering flowers her bloom. 

Her eye all mild to view ; 
The little halcyon's azure plume 
Was never half so blue. . 

* Her shape was like the reed so sleek; 

So taper, straight, and fair ; 
Her dimpled smile, her blushing cheek. 
How channing sweet they were ! 

* Far in the winding vale ret^d. 

This peerless bud I found. 
And shadowing rocks and woods conspir'd 
To fence her beauties round. 

* That Nature in so lone a deU 

Should form a nymph so sweet ! 
Or Fortune to her secret cell 
Conduct my wandering feet ! 

' Gay lordlings sought her for their bride, 

But she would ne'er incline : 
" Prove to your equals true, (she cried) 

As I will prove to mine. 

** 'Tis Strephon, on the mountains brow. 

Has won my right good will ; 
To him I gave my pUghted vow, 

With hun VU cUmb the hill." 

' Struck with her charms and gentle truth, 

I clasp'd the constant fsdr ; 
To her alone I gave my youth. 

And vow my future care. 
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And wlien tfait tow ahall faithkas prove^ 
Or I those channs forego t 
The stream that saw our tender Iotc. 
That stream shall cease to ftow/ 



JEMMT DAWSON'. 
A BALLAD. 
VBERSir AB017T TBS TOCS OV HIS XXXGVTIOjr^ IK TUL 

1745. 



Con listen to roj mournful tale, 
Te tender hearts and lovers dear ! 

Kor will 70U scorn to heave a ^gh» 
tfoT need you blush to shed a tear. 

And thou dear Kitty, peerless maid ! 

Do thou a pensive ear incline ; 
For thou canst weep at every woe. 

And pity every plaintt— but mine. 

Young Dawson was a gallant boy, 
A blighter never trod the plain, 

And well he lov'd one charming mai^ 
And dearly was he lovM again. 

One tender maid, she lov^d him dear; 

Of gentle blood the damsel came ; 
And fiiultless was her beauteous form,. 

And spotless was her virgin fame* 

But curse on party^ hateful strife. 
That led the fiivour^d youth astray* 

Hie day the rebel clans i^pear'd ; 
O hi4 he never seen that day \ 
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Their coloun and their Mih he were^ 
And in the fttal drew was found; 

And now he moat that desth eadare 
Which girea the btwve the keenest wwmd. 

How pale was then his true-love's cheeky 
When Jemmy's sentence reached her ear ! 

For never yet did Alpine snows 
So pidcy or yet so chill appear. 

With faltering voice she, weepings said-** 
'O Bawson ! monarch of my hearti 

Think not thy dea;di shall end ona lo'ves 
For thou and I will never part. 

* Yet m^^ht sweet mercy find a pkce^ 

And bring relief to Jemmy's woes; 
O George ! without a prayer for thee 
My orisons should never close. 

* The gracious prince, that gave him ^ 

Would crown a never-dying flame. 
And every tender babe I bore 

Should learn to lisp the giver's name. 

c But though he should be drag'd in scoril 

To yonder ignominious tree. 
He shall not want one constant friend 

To share the cruel fates' decree;' 

O ! then her mourning coach was call'di 
The sledge mov'd slowly on before^ 

Though borne in a triumphal car» 
She had not lov'd her favourite more. 

She foUow'd him, prepar'd to view 

The terrible behests of law, « 

And the^last scene of Jemmy's woes 

With cahn aad fteadfiMrt eye she saw. 
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Distorted was that blooming face 
Which she had fondly lov'd so long*. 

And stifled was that tuneful breath 
Which in her praise had sweetly sung : 

4 

And sever'd was that beauteous neck 
Round which her arms had fondly clos'd^ 

And mangled was that beauteous breast 
On which her lovesick head repos'd: 

And ravished was that constant heart 

She did to every heart prefer ; 
For though it could its king fbrget^. 

*Twa8 true and loyal still to her. 

Amid those unrelenting flames 

She bore this constant heart to see. 

But when 'twas moulder'd into dust, 
* Yet, yet, (she cried) I follow thee f 

* My death, my death alone can show 
The pure» the lasting love I bore : 

Accept, O Heaven ! of woes like ours. 
And let us, let us weep no more.' 

The dismal scene was o'er and past. 
The lover's mournful hearse retir'd ; 

The mud drew back her langiud head. 
And sighing forth his name,, expir'd^ 

Though justice ever roust prevail. 
The tear my Kitty sheds is due ; 

For seldom shall she hear a tale 
So sad,. so tender, yet so true. 



^ 
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9aVG*. 



I TOLD my nympb, I told her tnifi^ 
Ify fields were small, my flocks were few, 
While faltering accents spol^e my fear. 
That Flavia might not prove sincere. 

*Of crops destroyed by vernal cold. 
And vagrant sheep that left n^ fiild. 
Of these she heard, yet bore to hear ; 
And is not Flavia then sincere ? 

How, changed py Fortune's fickle wind, 
The friends I lov'd became unUnd, 
She heaaxl, and abed a generous tear ; 
And is not Flavia then aiaeere ? 

How, if she deig^'d my love to bless. 
My Flavia must not hope for dress ; 
This too she heard, and smiFd to hear ; 
And Flavia, sure, must be sincere. 

Go shear your flocks, ye jovial swains ! 
Go reap ^e plenty of your plains; 
Despinl'd of all which you revere, 
I know my Flavians love fincere. 

• Tliit and the follbwing Soags were written diieflj betw«(a 
the yean 1737 and 174S. 

Vox. XXIV. R 
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TSE LM^BSCAPE. 

How pleas'd within my natire bow^ 

Erewhile I passed the day 1 
Was ever scene so deckM with flow'n ! 

Were ever flowers so gay ? 

How sweetly smil'd the hill, the vale> 
And all the landscape round ! 

The river gliding down the dale» 
The hiU with beeches crowned ! 

But now, when uig'd by tender woes» 

I speed to meet my dear ; 
That hill and stream my zeal oppose. 

And check my fond career. 

No more, since Daphne was my ^eme. 

Their wonted charms I see ; 
That verdant hill and silver stream 

Divide ipy love and me. 



SOJV^. 



Yi gentle nymphs and generous damea 
That rule o'er every British mind ! 

Be sure ye soothe their amorous flames. 
Be sure your laws are not unkind : 

For hard it is, to wear their bloom 

In unremitting sighs away, 
Tomoum the night's oppressive gloom. 

And faintly bless the rising day. 
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And cruel 'twere a free-born swun, 
A British youth, should vainly moan, 

Who, scornful of a tyrant's chain. 
Submits to yours, and yours alone. 

Kor pointed spear, nor links of steel. 
Could e'er those gfallaiit minds subdue, 

Who beauty's wounds with pleasure fbel. 
And boast the fetters 'Wrought by you. 



TME SKTJLARK, 

« 

Go^ tuneful bird ! that glad'st the skies, 
To Daphne's window speed thy way. 

And there on qmvering pinions rise. 
And there thy vocal art display : 

And if she deign thy notes to hear. 
And if she praise thy matin song ; 

Tell her the sounds that soothe her ear 
To Damon's native pUdns belong. 

Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd. 

The bird from Indian gloves may shine ; 

But ask the lovely partial maid 

What are his notes compar'd to thine ? 

Then bid her treat yon witless beau. 
And all his flaunting race, with scorn ; 

And leri^ an ear to Damon's woe^ 

Who ^M^ her praise, and angs forlorn. 
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iffOiVO. 



lAk 1 4^ on sfiter irniet ^nttBtt^ aiorlvis 
(^taiem, qwm te tic quoque velle pQlem.. 

Why thouM I wish to banuh tore cfiieate, 
Uaieti retun^K hethh my Delin pleaie I 



Oir cTcry tree, in every plain, 
I trace the jovial spring in vain ; 

A nckly languor veils mine eyes, 
And fast my waning vigour flies, 

Nor flowery pLun nor budding tree 
That smile on others^ smile on me ; 

Mine eyes from death shall court repose,. 
Nor shed a tear before they close. 

What bliss to me can seasoiis bring ; 

Or what the fieedless pride of Spring ? 
The cypress bought that suits the bier. 

Retains its verdure all the year. 

'Tis true, my vine so fresti and fair, 
ICght claim awhile my wonted care ; 

My rural store some pleasure yield. 
So white a flock, so green a field! 

Hy friends, that each in kindness vie, 
ICght wen expect one parting sigh : 

Might well demand one tender tear> 
For when was Damon insincere ? 



* 

But ere I isk once more to view 

Yon setting sun his race renew. 
Inform me, swains ! my iHends ! dedsre. 

Will pitying Delia join the prayer? 



THE ATTRIBUTE OF VEJVTrS. 

Tss $ Fulvia b like Venus fair. 
Has all her bloom, and shape, and air ; 

But still, to perfect every grace. 
She wanta-^e smile upon her face. 

The crown majestic Juno wore. 
And Cynthia's brow the crescent bore, 

A helmet markM Minerva's mien. 
But smiles distinguished Beauty's queen. 

Her train was form'd of Smiles and Loves^ 
Her chariot drawn by gentlest doves : 

And from her zone the nymph may find 
Tis Beauty's province to be kind. 

Then smile, my Fair 1 and all whose aim 
Aspires to paint the Cyprian dame. 

Or bid her breathe in living stone. 
Shall take their forms from you alone. 



R;2 
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5CWG, 1743. 

Whxh bright Itoxana treads the green 
In all the pride of dress and mien, 
Averse to freedom, love and play. 
The dazzling rival of the day ; 
None other beauty strikes mine eye. 
The Uties droop, the roses die. 

But when, disclwming art, the fair 
Assumes a soft engaging wr. 
Mild as the opening mom of May» 
Famifiar, friendly, free, and gay. 
The scene improves where'er she i^es. 
More sweetly smile the pink and rose. 

O lovely maki! prot>t6ot» hear. 
Nor deem thy shephtird itisiiieere ; 
Pity a ^d illuftltfe flftm*. 
That varies objecto «t^ the s^me. 
And let their v«iy eheUgcs prove 
The never-varied fiMwe of l0ve. - 



VALEJ<rrLNX*S DAT, 1743. 

Tib said that under distant skies 

(Nor you the fact deny) 
What first attracts an Indian's eyes 

Becomes his deity » 
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Perhaps a lily or a rose. 

That shares the morning's jray. 

May to the waking swain disclose 
The regent of the day. 

Perhaps a plant in yonder grove, 
Enrich'd with fragrant pow'r. 

May tempt his vagrant eyes to rove 
Where hlooms the sovereig^n flow'r. 

Perch'd on the cedar's topmost bough. 
And gay with gilded wing^ 

Perchance, the patron of his vow. 
Some artless linnet nngs. 

The swain surveys her pleas'd, afraid 
Then low to earth he bends. 

And owns upon her friendly aid 
His healtl]^ his life, depends. 

Vain futile idols, bird, or flow'r. 
To tempt a votary's pray'r!— 

How would his humble homage tow'r 
Should he behold my fair ! 

Tea—- might the pagan's waking eyes 
O'er Plavia's beauty range. 

He there would fix Ms ]astin|f choice. 
Nor dare, nor wish ta ehaiige. 



1 
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^OVG, 1743. 

Thi fatal hours are wondrous near. 
That from these fountains bear my dear -, 
A little space is given ; in vain ; 
She robs my sight, and shuns the plain. 

A little space, for me to prove 
My boundless flame, my endless love ; 
And, like the train of vulgar hours. 
Invidious Time that space devours. 

Near yonder beach is Delia's way. 
On that I gaze the livelong day ; 
No eastern monarch's dazzling pride 
Should draw my longing eyes aside. 

The chief that knows of succours nigh. 
And sees his mangled legions die» 
Casts not a more impatient glance. 
To see the loitering aids advance. 

Not more the schoolboy, that expires 
Far from his native home, requires 
To see some friend's familiar face^ 
Or meet a parent's last embrac e ■ 



She comes— but, ah! what crowds of beaus 
In racUant bands my fair enclose ! 
Oh ! better hadst thou shun'd the green : 
Oh, Delia ! better far unseen. 

Mftthinks, by all my tender fear^ 
By all my sigfas^ by all my tears, 
I might from torture now be free— 
'Tis more thtti death to piirt from thee ! 
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SO^TG, 1744, 



I'UE lovely Delia smiles again ! 

That killing frown has left her brow ; 
Can she forgive my jealous pain. 

And give me back my angry vow ? 

Love is an April's doubtful day ; 

Awhile we see the tempest low*r. 
Anon the radiant heaven survey, 

And quite forget the flitting show'r. 

'fhe flowers that hung their languid head, 
Are bumish'd by tlie transient rains : 

The vines their wonted tendrils spread. 
And double verdure gilds the plain. 

The sprightly birds, that droop'd no less 
Beneath the power of rain and wind. 
In eveiy raptured note express 

The joy I feel — when tiiiou art kind. 



SOJVG, 1744. 

PiBHAPS it is not love, said I, 
That melts my soul when Flavians nigh 
Where wit and sense like her's agree. 
One m^ be pleas'd, and yet be free. 

The beauties of her polishM mind 
It needs no lover's eye to find; 
The hermit freezing in his cell 
Might wish the gentle Flavia well. 
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It is not love— AYcrse to bear 
The servile chain that lovers wear -, 
Let, let me all my fears remove. 
My doubts dispel— it is not love. 

Oh ! when did wit so brightly shine 
In any form less fair than lliine ? 

It is ^it is love's subtle fire. 

And under friendship lurks desire. 



SOJ^V, 1744. 

O'er desert plains, and rushy meers. 

And withered heaths I rove ; 
Where tree, nor spire, nor cot appears, 

I pass to meet my love. 

But though my path were damask'd o'er 

With beauties e'er so fine. 
My busy thoughts would fly before. 

To fix alone — on thine. 

No firrcrown'd hills could give delight. 

No palace please mine eye ; 
No pyramid's aerial height. 

Where mouldering monarchs lie. 

Unmov'd, should Eastern kings advance. 

Could I the pageant see ; 
Splendor might catch one scornful glance. 

Not steal one thoug^ht from thee. 
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WIjrrERy 1746. 

No more, ye warbling birds ! rejoice 
Of all that cheer'd the plain, 

£cho alone preserves her voice, 
And she — ^repeats my pain. 

Where'er my lovesick limbs | lay. 
To shun the rushing wind. 

Its busy murmur seems to say, 
* She never will be kind !* 

The Naiads o'er their frozen urns 

In icy chians repine, 
And each in sullen »lence mourns 

Her freedom lost, like mine ! 

Soon will the sun's returning rays 
The cheerless frost control. 

When will relenting Delia chase 
The winter of my soul ? 



THE SCHOLAR'S RELAPSE. 

Br the side of a g^ove, at the foot of a hiil. 
Where whisper'd the beech and where murmur'd the 
I vow'd to the Muses my time and my care, [rill. 
Since neither could win me the smiles of my fair. 

Free I ranged like the birds, like the birds free I sung. 
And Delia's lov'd name scarce escap'd from toy 

tongue ; 
But if once a smooth accent delighted my ear, 
I should wish, unawares, that my Delia might hear. 
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With fairest ideas my bosom I stored. 
Allusive to none but the nymph I adoi^d; 
And the more I with study my fancy refin'd^ 
The deeper impression she made on my mind. 

So long as of Nature the charms I pursue, 
I still must my Delia's dear image renew ; 
The Graces have yielded with Delia to rove. 
And the Muses are all in alliance with Lore. 



THE ROSE-BUD, 

* See, Daphne ! see (Florelio cried) 
And learn the sad effects of pride ; 
Yon shelter'd Rose, how safe concealed i 
How quickly blasted when reveal'd ! 

« The sun with warm attractive rays 
Tempts it to wanton in the blaze ; 
A gfale succeeds from eastern sides^ 
And all its blushing radiance dies. 

' So you, my (air ! of charms divine. 
Will quit the plains, too fond to shine 
Where fame's transporting rays aUure, 
Though here more happy* more secure. 

* The breath of some neglected maid 
Shall make you sigh you left the shad^ ; 
A breath to beauty's bloom unkind^ 

As to the rose an eastern wind.' 

The nymph replied, « You first, my swain J 
Confine your sonnets to the plain ; 
One envious tongue alike disarms 
¥ou of your wit, me of my charms. 
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' What is unknown, the poet's skill ? 
Or what, unheard, the tuneful thrill ? 
What, unadmir'd, a charming mien f 
Or what the rose's hlush unseen P 



BAPBXE'S VISiT, 

Yb birds ! for whom I rear'd the grove," 
With melting lay salute my love ; 
My Daphne with your notes detain, 
Or I have rear'd my g^ve in vain. 

Ye flowers ! before her footsteps rise. 
Display at once your brightest dyes, 
That she your opening charms may see ; 
Or what were all your charms to me ? 

Kind zephyr! brush each fhigrant flow'r. 
And shed its odours round my bow'r ; 
Or never more, O gentle wind ! 
Shall I from thee refreshment find* 

Ye streams ! if e'er your banks I lov'd. 
If e'er your native sounds improv'd ; 
May- each soft murmur soothe my fair. 
Or, oh \ ^will deepan my despiur. 

And thou, my grot ! whose lonely bounds 
The melancholy pine surrounds. 
May Daphne praise thy peaceful gloom. 
Or thou shall prove her Damon's tomb. 



Vol. XXIV. 
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V&ITTXV m ▲ 

COLLECTION OF BACCHANALIAN SONGS. 

Adibu, ye jovial youths ! who join 
To plunge old care in floods of wine ; 
And as your dazzled eye-balls roll. 
Discern him struggling in the bowl. 

Nor yet is hope so wholly flown. 
Nor yet is thought so tedious g^wn. 
But limpid stream and shady tree 
Retain, as yet, some sweets for me. 

And see, through yonder mlent grove. 
See, yonder does my Daphne rove ? 
With pride her footsteps I pursue. 
And bid your frantic joys adieu. 

The sole confusion I admire 
la that my Daphne's eyes inspire ; 
I scorn the madness you approve. 
And value reason next to love. 



IMITATED FROM THE FBEJSTCff, 

Yas, these are the scenes where with Iris I strayM, 
But short was her sway for so lovely a maid ! 
In the bloom of her youth to a cloister she njji. 
In the bloom of her graces, too fiur for a nun ! 
Hi-grounded, no doubt, a derotion must prove. 
So fatal to beauty, so klUing to love } \ 



r 
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Yes, these are the meadows, the shrubs, and the 
, plains, [pains; 

Once the scene of my pleasures, the scene of my 
How many soft moments I spent in this grove ! 
How fair was my nymph ! and how fervent my love ! 
Be still though, my heart 1 thine emotion give o'er j 
Remember the season of love is no more. 

With her how I stray'd amid fountains and bow'rs ! 
Or loitered behind, and collected the flow'rs! 
Then breathless with ardour my fair-one pursued. 
And to think with what kindness my garland she 

view'd ! 
But be still my fond heart ! this emotion give o'er; 
Fain woiddst thou fcwget thou must love her no more . 



SOJ^TG. 



VfuKx bright Ophelia treads the green. 
In all the pride of dress and mien. 
Averse to freedom, mirth, and play. 
The lofty rival of the day, 
Metlunks to my enchanted eye 
The Mes droop, the roses die. 

But when, disdaining art, the Fair 
Assumes a soft engaging air, 
iGld as the opening mom of May, 
And as the feather'd warblers gay. 
The scene improves where'er she goes. 
More sweetly smiles the pink and rose. 

■ 

' O lovely maid ! propitious hear. 
Nor think thy Damon inuncere, ^ 
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Pity my wild delusive flame ; 

For though the flowers are still the same. 

To me they languish or improve. 

And plain^ tell me that I love.' 



SOJW. 



Wbbk first, Philander, first I came 

Whef*e Avon rolls his winding stream. 

The nymphs — ^how brisk ! the swains— ho«r gmy ! 

To see Asteria, queen of May !-^ 

The parsons rounds her praises sui^! 

The steeples with her praises rung !— 

I thought—no sight that e'er was seen 

Could match the sight of Barel's Green. 

But now, since old Eugenio died — 
The chief of poets^ and the pride-* 
Now, meaner bards in vain uspire 
To raise their v<uce, to tune their lyre ; 
Their lovely season now is o'er; 
Thy notes, FloreMo, please no more— 
No more Asteria's smiles are seen— 
A^u — ^the sweets of Barel's Green ! — 



TME HALCTOJ^, 

Why o'er the verdant banks of ooze 
Does yonder halcyon speed so fast ? — 

"Its all because she would not lose 
Her favourite calm, that will not last. 
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The sun with azure paints the skies, 
The stream reflects each flowery spray ; 

And, frugal of her time, she flies 
To take her fill of love and play. 

See her, when rugged Boreas blows. 

Warm in some rocky cell remain ; 
To seek for pleasure, well she knows, 

Would only then enhance the pain. 

* Descend, (she crifes) thoAated show*r. 

Deform my limpid waves to-day ; 
For I have chose a fairer hour 

Tp take my fill of love and play. 

You, too, my Sylvia, sure will own 

life's azure seasons swiftly roll ; 
And when our youth or health is flown. 

To think of love but shocks the soul. 

Could Damon but deserve thy charms. 

As thou art Damon's only theme. 
He'd fly as quick to Delia's ^arms 

As yonder halcyon skims the stream. 



S 2 



MORAL PIECES. 



TBE JUDGMEJrr OF HERCULES. 

While blooming Spring descends from genial skies. 
By whose mild influence instant wondera rise, 
Ftom whose soft breath Elysian beauties flow. 
The sweets of Hagley, or the pride of Stow; 
Will Lyttelton the rural landscape range, 
Leave noisy fame, and not regret the change r 
Pleased will he tread the garden's early scenes. 
And learn a moral from the rising greens ? 
There, warm'd alike by SoFs enlivening pow'r. 
The weed, aspiring, emulates the flow'r ; 
The drooping flower, its fairer charms displayed* 
Invites from grateful hands their generous aid : 
Soon, if none check the' invasive foe's designs^ 
The lively lustre of these scenes declines ! 

'Tis thus the spring of youth, the mom of life. 
Rears in our minds the rival seeds of strife : 
Then passion riots, reason then contends. 
And on the conquest every bliss depends : 
life from the nice decision takes its hue ; 
And bless'd those judges who decide like you ! 
On worth like theirs shall every bliss attend. 
The world their favourite, and the world their friend. 

There are who, blind to thought's fatiguing ray, 
As Fortune gives ezampfes, urge their way ; 
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Not virtue's foes, though they her paths decline. 
And scarce her friends, though, with her friends they 
In her^s or Vice's ca^al road advance, [join ; 

Thoughtless, the sinners or the sadnts of Chaace ! 
Yet some more nobly scorn the vulgar voice, 
"With judgment fix, with zeal pursue their choice. 
When ripen'd thought, when reason bom to reig^. 
Checks the wild tumults of the youthful vein ; 
While passion's lawless tides, at their command. 
Glide through more useful tracts, and bless the huid. 
Happiest of these is he, whose matchless mind. 
By learning strengthened and by taste refin'd, 
■ In Virtue's cause essay'd Hs earliest pow'rs, [flow'n : 
Chose' Virtue's paths, and strew'd her paths with 
The first alarm'd, if Freedom waves her. wings, 
The fittest to adorn each art she brings ; 
Lov'd by that prince whom every virtue fires, 
Prais'd by that bard whom every Mi(ise inspires; 
Bless'd in the tuneful art, the social flame ; 
In all that wins, in all that merits fame ! 

*Twas youth's perplexing stage his doubts inspired. 
When great Alcides to a grove retir'd : 
Through the lone windings of a devious glade, 
"Resigu'd to thought, with lingering steps he stray'd; 
Bless'd with a mind to taste sincerer joys, 
Arm'd with a heart each false one to despise. 
Dubidushe stray 'dwith wavering thoughts possess'd, 
Alternate passions "struggling shar'd his breast; 
The various arts which human cares divide* 
In deep attention all his mind employ'd ; 
Anxious, if Fame an equal bliss secur'd. 
Or silent Ease with softer charms allur'd. 
The nlvan chob, whose numbers sweetly flow'd. 
The fount that murmur'd,and the flow'n thatblow'd; 
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The alvcr flood that in meanders led 
His guttering streams along th' enliven'd me&d ; 
The soothing breeze, and all those beauties join'd. 
Which, whilst they please, effeminate the mind ; 
In vMn ! while distant, on a summit r^s'd. 
The' imperial towers of Fame attractive blazM. 

While thus he trac'd through fancy's puzzling maze 
The separate sweets of pleasure and of praise. 
Sudden the wind a fragrant gale convey'd. 
And a new lustre gain'd upon the shade : 
At once before his wondering eyes were seen 
Two ffemale forms, of more than mortal mien : 
Various their charms, and in their dress and ^ce 
Each seem'd to vie with some peculiar grace. 
This, whose attire less clogg'd with art appear'd. 
The simple sweets of innocence endear'd : 
Her sprightly bloom, her quick sagacious eye, 
Show'd native merit mix'd with modesty : 
Her air diffus'd a mild yet awful ray. 
Severely sweet, and innocently gay. 
Such the chaste image of the martial maid, 
In artless folds of vir^n white array'd. 
She let no borrow'd rose her cheeks adorn. 
Her blushing cheeks, that sham'd the purple ihorn: 
Her charms nor had nor wanted artful foils. 
Or studied gestures, or well-practis'd smiles : 
She scom'd the toys which render beauty less ; 
She prov'd the* engaging chastity of dress; 
And while she chose in native charms to dune, 
Ev'nthus she seem'd, nay, more than seem'd divine. 
One modest emerald clasp'd the robe she wore, 
And in her hand the' imperial sword she bore. 
SubUme her height, majestic was her pace. 
And raatch'd the awful honours of her face. 
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The shrubs, the flow'rs that deck'd the verdant 

ground, 
Seem'd, where she trod, with rising lustre crown'd. 
Still her approach with stronger influence warm'd ; 
She pleas'd while distant, but when near she 

charm'd. 
So strikes the gazer's eye the silver gleam 
That, glittering, qiiivers o'er a distant stream ; 
But from its banks we see new beauties rise. 
And in its crystal bosom trace the skies. 

With other charms the rival vision glow'd. 
And from her dress her tinsel beauties flow'd. 
A fluttering robe her pamper'd shape conceal'd. 
And seem'd to shade the charms it best reveal'd ; 
Its form contriv'd her faulty size to grace, - 
Its hue to give fresh lustre to her flice : 
Her plaited hair disguis'd, with brilliants glar'd; 
Her cheeks the ruby's neighbouring lustre shar'd ; 
The gaudy topaz lent its gay supplies. 
And every gem that strikes less curious eyes ; 
Expos'd her breast, with foreign sweets perfum'd. 
And round her brow a roseate garland bkwm'd. 
Soft smiling, blushing lips, conceal'd her wUes, 
Tet, ah ! the blushes artful as tiie smiles. 
Oft gazing on her shade, the' enraptur'd Fair 
Decreed the substance well deserv'd her care ; 
Her thoughts, to others' charms malignly blind. 
Centred in that, and were to that confin'd ; 
And if on others' eyes a glance were thrown* 
*Tw9S but to watch the' influence of her own : 
Much Uke her guardian, fair Cythera's queen. 
When for her warrior she refines her mien ; 
Or when, to bless her Delian favourite's arms, 
The radiant Fair invigorates her charms : 
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Much like her pupil, Egypt's sportive dame. 
Her dress expressive, and her air the saone. 
When her gay bark o'er silver Cydnos rolled. 
And all the' emblazon'd streamers wav'd in gold. 
Such shone the vision > nor forbore to more 
The fond contag^us airs of lawless love ; 
Each wanton eye deluding glances fiv'd. 
And amorous dimples on each cheek conspir'd. 
Lifeless her gait, and slow ; with seeming pain. 
She drag'd her loitering limbs alpng the plaii 
Yet made some faint efforts, and first approach' 

the swain. 
So glaring draughts, with tawdry lustre bright. 

Spring to the view, and rush upon the sight ; 
More slowly charms a Raphael's chaster air. 
Waits the calm search, and pays the searcher's care. 
Wrapt in a pleas'd suspense, the youth survey'd 
The various charms of each attractive maid; 
Alternate each he yiew'd, and each admir'd» 
And found, alternate, varying flames in8]Nr^d; 
^uick o'er their forms his eyes with pleasure ran. 
When she, who first approach'd him, first began ; 
* Hither, dear boy ! direct thy wandering eyes, 
'Tis here the lovely Vale of Pleasure lies : 
Debate no more, to me thy life resign; 
Each sweet which -nature can diffuse is mine : 
For me the nymph diversifies her pow'r. 
Springy in a tree, or blossoms in a flow'r ; 
To please my ear, she tunes the linnet's strains; 
To please my eye, with lilies paints the plains; 
To form my couch, in mossy beds she grows ; 
To gratify my smell, perfumes the rose ; 
Reveals the fair, the fertile scene you see. 
And swells the vegetable world for me. 
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*• Let the gulPd fool the toils of war pursue. 
Where bleed the many, to enrich the few ; [prize ; 
Where Chance from Courage chums the boasted 
Where, though she give, your country oft demes. 
Industrious thou shalt Cupid's wars maintain. 
And ever gently fight his soft campaign j 
His darts alone shalt wield, his wounds endure. 
Yet only suffer, to enjoy the cure. 
Yield but to me — a choir of nymphs shall rise 
And fire thy breast, and bless thy ravish'd eyes : 
Their beauteous cheeks a fairer rose shall wear, 
A brighter lily on their necks appear ; 
Where fondly thou thy favour'd head sbalt rest. 
Soft as the down that swells the cygnet's nest : 
While PMlomel iii each' soft voice complains. 
And gently lulls thee with melUfiuous strains ; 
Whilst wifh each accent sweetest odours flow. 
And spicy gums round every bosom glow : 
Not the fam'd bird Arabian cUmes admire. 
Shall in such luxury of sweets expire. 
At Sloth let War's victorious sons exclaim. 
In vain ! for Pleasure is my real name : > 
Nor envy thou the head with bays o'ergrown ; 
No, seek thou roses to adorn thy own ; 
For well each opening scene that claims my care 
Suits and deserves the beauteous crown I wear. 

*Let others prune the vine; the genial bowl 
Shall crown thy table and enlarge thy soul. 
Let vulgar ends explore the brilliant mine. 
So the gay produce glitter still on thine. 
Indulgent Bacchus loads his labouring tree. 
And, guarding, ^ves its clustering sweets to me. 
For my lov'd train ApoUo's piercing beam 
Darts through the passive glebe, and frames the gem. 
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See in my caiue oonseiiting gods emplojr'd. 
Nor alight these gods, their blessings unenjoy'd« 
For thee the poplar shall its amber drain ; 
For thee, in clouded beautj, spring the cane f 
Some cosUy tribute evfcry clime shall pay. 
Some charming treasure every wind convey ; 
Each object «ound some pleasing scene shall yield. 
Art build thy dome, while Nature decks thy field : 
Of Corinth's order shall the strucure rise. 
The spiring turrets glitter through the skies ; 
Thy costly robe shall glow with Tyiian rays. 
Thy vase shall sparkle, and thy car shall blaze ; 
Yet thou, whatever pomp the sim display, 
Shalt own the amorous night exceeds the day. 

< When melting flutes andsweetly-sounding lyres 
Wake the gay Loves, and cite the young Desires ; 
Or in the' Ionian dance some favourite maid 
Improves the flame her sparkling eyes convey'd ; 
Think, can'st thou quit a glowing Delia's arms, - 
To feed on Virtue's visionaiy charms ? 
Or sHght the joys which wit and youth 6dgage» 
For the faint honour of a frozen sage ? 
To find dull envy ev'n that hope defitce. 
And, where you toil'd for glory, reap disgrace f 

' O ! think that beauty waits on thy decree. 
And thy lov*d loveliest charmer pleads with me. 
She whose soft smile or gentler glance to move. 
You vow'd the wild extremities of love ; 
In whose endearments years like moments flew ; 
For whose endearments millions seem'd too few ; 
She, she implores,; she bids thee seize the prime. 
And tread with her the flowery tracts of time. 
Nor thus her lovely bloom of life bestow 
On 9omt cold lover or insulting foe. 



Think, if agvinit that tongue thou canst rebels 
Where love yet dwelt, and reason seem'd to dweU, 
What strong persuauon arms her softer sighs ! 
What full conviction sparkles in her eyes! 

* See Nature smiley, and birds sahite the shade. 
Where breathing jasmine screens the sleeping maid; 
And such her duurms, as to the vain may prove 
Ambition seeks more humble joys than Iiove 
There busy toil shall ne'er invade thy reign. 
Nor sciences perplex thy labouring brain ; 
Or none but what with equal sweets invite. 
Nor other arts but to prolong delight. 
Sometimes thy fancy prune heir tender wing. 
To praise a pendant, or to grace a ring ; 
To fix the dress that suits each varying miep ; 
To show Mrhere.best the clustering gemsare seeu; 
To sigh soft strains ^ong the vocal g^ve. 
And tell the charms, the sweet effects, of love ! 
Nor fear to find a coy disdainful Muse, 
Nor think the sisters will their aid refiise : 
Cool grots, and tinkHng rills, or silent shades. 
Soft scenes of leisure, suit the' harmonious maids; 
And all the wise and all the grave decree 
Some of that sacred train allied to me. 

'But if more specious ease thy wishes claim. 

And thy breast glow with faint desire of fame. 

Some softer science shi^ thy thoughts amuse. 

And learning's name a solemn sound difiuae. 

To thee all Nature's curious stores I'll bring,. 

E^lain the beauties of an insect's wing; 

The pJant which Nature, less dill|||iely kind* 

Has to few climes with partial care confin'd ; 

The shell she scatters with more oarelesa air. 

And in her frobes teeois supremely fior s 
Vot. XXIV. T 



218 xoKAL mets». 

The worth that dazzles in the tuHp's stains^ 
Or lurks beneath a pebble's various reins. 

* Sleep's downy god, averse to war's alarms. 
Shall o'er thy bead diffuse his softest charms. 
Ere anxious thought thy dear repose assail. 
Or care, toy most destructive foe, prevail. 
The watry nymphs shall tune the vocal vales. 
And gentle zephyrs harmonize their gales^ 
For thy repose inform, with rival joy. 
Their streams to murmur, and their winds to sigh. 
Thus shalt thou spend the sweetly-flowing day. 
Till, lost ill bliss, thou breathe thy soul away; 
Till she to' Elysian bow'rs of joy repair, 
.Nor find my charming sbenes exceeded there.' 

She ceas'd ; and on a lilied bank reclined* 
Her flowing robe wav'd wanton with the wind : 
One tender hand her drooping head sustains. 
One points, expressive, to the flowery plains. 
Soon the fond Youth pei^eiv'd her influence roll 
Beep in his breast, to melt his manly soul ; 
As when Favonius joins the solar blaze. 
And each fair fabric of the frost decays. 
Soon to his breast the soft harangue convey'd 
Resolves, too pa^al to the specious rn^id. 
He sigh'd, he gaz'd, so sweetly smil'd the dame. 
Yet sighing, gazing, seem'd to scorn his flame { 
And eft as Virtue caught his wandering «ye, 
A crimson blush condemn'd the rising sigh. 
'Twaa such the Kngering Trojan's shame betray'd. 
When Maia's son the frown of Jove displayed ; 
When wealth, faipe, empire, could no balance pirove. 
For the soft reign of Dido and (^love. 
Thus ill with arduous glory love conspires. 
Soft tender flames with bold impetuous fires ! 
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Some hovering doulyts his anxious bosom moy'd. 
And Virtue, zealous fair ! those doubts improved :^ 

' Fly, fly, fond youth ! the too indulg^ent maid. 
Nor err, by such fantastic scenes betray'd. 
Though in my path the rugged thorn be- seen, 
And the dry turf disclose a fainter g^en ; 
Though no gay rose or flowery product shine. 
The barren surface still conceals the mine. 
Each thorn that threatens, ev'n the weed that grows 
In "^^rtue's path, superior sweets befltows— 
Yet should those boasted specious toys allure. 
Whence couldfond SlQth the flattering ^fts procure? 
The various wealth that tempts thy fcmd desire, 
rris I alone, her greatest foe, acquire. 
I from old Ocean rob the treasured store ; 
I through each legion latent gems explore : 
*Twa8 1 the rugged brilliaiit first revealed. 
By numerous strata deep in earth concealed ; 
'Tis I the surface yet refine, and show 
The modest gem's intrinsic charms to glow ; 
Nor swells the grape, nor spires its feeble tree, 
Without the firm supports of Industry. 

' But grant we l^oth the scene herself has drawn, 
The mossy g^tto and the flowery lawn : 
Let Philomela tune the' harmonious gale. 
And with each breeze eternal sweets exhale ; 
JLet gay Pomona stight the plains around. 
And choose, for fairest fruits, the favoured ground ; 
To bless the fertile vale should Virtue cease. 
Nor mossy grots nor ^owexy lawns could please. 
Nor g^y Pomona's luscious gifts avail. 
The sound harmonious, or the spicy gale. 

* Seest thou yon rocks in dreaiUiil pomp arise, 
Whose rugged cfilTs deform the' encircling skies i 
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Those fields, whence Phoebus all th^ motsture 
And, too profosely fond* durobes the phuns? [draias, 
When I vouchsafe to tread the barren soil. 
Those rocbi seem lovely, and those deserts smile. 
The form thou views't, to every scene with ease 
Transfers its charms, and every seene can please. 
When I have on those pathless wilds appeared. 
And the lone wanderer with n^ presence cheer'd. 
Those cliffs the exile has with pleasure viewed. 
And call'd that desert-^lisBful sofitudel 

' Nor I alone to such extend my care, 
Fair-blooraing Health surveys her aHarsthere ; 
Brown exercise will lead thee where she reigns, 
And with reflected lustre gild the plains: 
With her in flower of youth and beauty's pride. 
Her ofiflpring, calm Content and Peace, reside: 
One ready offspring suits each neighbouring shrine. 
And all obey their laws who practise nune.> [flies 

* But Heakh averse, from Sloth's smooth region 
And in her absence Pleamre droops and dies ; 
Her bright companions, Mirth, Delight, Repose, 
Smile where she smiles, and sicken when she goes; 
A galaxy of powers! whose forms appear 
For ever beauteous, and for ever near. 

< Nor will soft Sleep to Sloth's request incline. 
He from her couches flies unhid to mine. 

' Vain is the sparkling bowl, the warbling strsin. 
The' incentive song, the laboured viand vain ! 
Where she, relentless, reigns without controul. 
And checks each g^y excursion of the soul; 
Unmov'd though Beauty, deok'd in all its clianns, 
Grace the rich couch, and spread the softest arms; 
Till joyless indolence suggests desires, 
Or drugs are sought to furnish languid fires ; 
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Such languid ifes as <m the vitals prey, 
Aanea of bfisa, but~fet1ile of decay ; ' 
As artfol heats, applied to thirsty lands, 
Pndiice no flowers, and but debase the sands. 

* But let fair Health her'cheering smiles impart. 
How sweet is Nature, how superfluous Arti 
'T)s she the fountain'^ ready draught commends. 
And smooths the flinty couch which Fortune lends: 
And when my hero from his toils retires, v 
FUJs his gay bosom with unusual fires, 
And while no checks the' unbounded joy reprove. 
Aids and refines the genuine sweets of love, 
BQs fiurest prospect rising trophies frame. 
His sweetest music is the voice of fame ; 
Pleasures to Sloth unknown ! she never found 
How &ir the prospect, or how sweet the sound. 

'See Fame's gay structure from yon sumnnt 
charms. 
And fires the manly breast to arts or arms : . 
Nor dread the steep ascent by which you rise 
From groveling vales to towers which reach the 



* Love, ftme, esteem, His Labour must acquire. 
The smiling offtpring of a rigid sire ! 

To fix the fHend, your service must be shown; 
All ere they lov'd your merit, lov'd their own. 
That wondering Greece your portrait may admire, 
That tuneful bards may string for you their lyre. 
That books may praise, or ccnns record your name. 
Such, such rewards 'tis tool alone can claim ! 
And the same column which displays to view. 
The conqueror's name, displays the conquest too. 

* Twas slow Experience, tedious mistress! taught 
All that e'er nobly spoke or bravely fought : 

T2 



'Twas she the p«lit^ she the biadrefia'dy 
In arts that seirve, protect* or please mankind. 
Not the vain visk^ns.of inactive schools. 
Not Fancy's nMOEiniSy n0t Opinion's nUes^ 
E'er fonn'd the man whose generous warmth extends 
To' enrich his countr^f or to serve his friends. 
On active worth the laurel War bestows i 
Peace rears her olive for industrioua Ih^ws i 
Nor earthy uncultur'd, yield? its kind supplies^ 
Nor Heaven its showers without a sacrifipe. 

^ See, far below, such groveling' seenea of ahame 
As lull to rest Ignavia's Numbering dame ( 
Her frieuds, from all the toil of Fame seonre, 
Alas ! inglorious, greater tc&la endure ; 
DoomM «U to mourn who in her cauiie engage, 
A youth enervate, and a paini^ age ; 
A sickly, sapless mass, if Reason flieat 
And if she linger, impotently wise ! 
A thoughtless train, who^ pamper'd, aleek»«adgigr. 
Invite old age, »nd revel yottth away : 
From life's fresh vigour move the load of care^ 
And idly place it where they least can bear: 
When to the mind, diseas'dt for aid they fly. 
What kind reflection shall, the mkid supply ? 
When with look health, what should the loss t^iih^t 
Peace, peace is. loot ; a comfortless decay \ 
But to my IrifindB^ when youth, when pleasu^ fli«8. 
And earth's dun beautiea fade before theu? ey§f^ 
Through death's dark vigta fkwery tpaiet» aite 
Elysian plains, and groves kut ever gre«fn : 
if o'er their lives % reftuelxt gUoco th^y eas4^ 
Their's is the present, who caa piftis9 th« pfi8t» 
life has its bUss &r these when past iff htooiB^ 
As witber'd rosea yi«ld a jAtopofflioitt^ 



* Serene, and safe frmn piMicHi't ■tormy mge, 
How calai they gUde into the port of age ! 

Of the rude voyage less deprived tiian eaa'd ; 
More tir'd than pain'd, and weakened than diaeasM; 
Per health on age 'tis temperaoce nmst bestow* 
Ami peace from piety alone can flow ; 
And all the inoehse bouateoua Jove requirea 
Has sweets for him who feeds the sacred fires, 

* Sloth viewsthe towers of Fame with envious eyis 
Desirous still, still impotisnt to rise. 

Oft, when reaolv'd to gain those blissful tow'rs. 
The pensive queen the di^e asf^nt explores. 
Comes onward^ wafted by the b£4my trees, 
Some silvan omsic, or some scented breeze ; ^ 
She ixam her he^ her own gay realm she spies^ 
And all the short liv'd resolution dies. 
Thua some fond inseot's fisiHering pinions wave# 
ClasfiM in its farous^te sweets, a lasting slave; 
And thus in vain these chtfnnang visiona please 
The wretch of glory, and the slave of eaae^ 
Boom'd ever in ignoble state to pine* 
Boast her own seeneSf and lang<iish after mine. 

* But dum her snares ; nOr letthe world jSJcclalm*^ 
Thy birth, wl^eh was thy gloryrprov'd thy shame. 
l¥ith early hope thine ii^ant actions fir'df 

L.et fBttthood crown what inftmey inspir'd j 
Let gefiMxiaa toils reward with health thy days. 
Prolong thy pHme« alud eternise thy praise. 
The bold exploit that charms the' attesting age. 
To Iftkest timai Mi^l geaerofos li^H*ta engage ; 
Atid with thm myrtle shell thy shrixke be crown'd^ 
With which, ahve^ thy grac^ul brows were bound* 
rm time fitttt bid thy times fre^ bhMMn» 
And fliae thtempk where it foi»d a tonb. 
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* Then in their feasts thy name shall Grecians joiii. 
Shall pour the sparkling joice to Jove's and thine : 
Thine, us'd in war, shall raise their native fire ; 
Thine, us*d in peace, their mutual fiuth inspire. 
Dulness, perhaps, through want (^ sight, may blam^ 
And Spleen, with odious industry, defame ; 

And that, the honours given with wonder view ; 
And this, in secret sadness own them due. 
Contempt and Envy were by Fate de^gn'd 
The rival tyrants which divide mankind ; 
Contempt, which none but who deserve can bear, 
liVhile Envy's wOunds the amiles of Fame repair ; 
For know, the generous thine exploits shall fire. 
Thine every friend it suits thee to requkre ; - 
Lov'd by the gtnls ; and, till their seats I ahow^ 
Lov*d by the good, their images below.* 

* Cease, lovely maid ! fair daughter of the sides : 
My guid^ ! my queen ! (the' ecstatic youth replies) 
In thee I trace a form design'd for sway. 

Which chiefe may court, and kings wHh pride obey; 
And by thy bright immortal ftiends I swear^ 
Thy hii idea shall no toils impair. 
Lead me, O lead me, where whole hosts of foes 
Thy forms depreciate, and thy friends oppose. 
Welcome all toils the' inequal Fates decree. 
While toils endear thy faithful chaige to thee. 
Suth be my cares» to bind the oppressive hand. 
And crush the fetters of an injur'd land ; 
To see the monster's noxious hfe resign'd. 
And tyrknts quell'd, the monsters of manldnd ! 
Nature shall smile to view tiie vanquiah'd brood. 
And none but Envy riot unsubdued. 
In cloister'd state let selfish sages dwell, 
Proud that their heart is narrow as their cell ! 
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And boast their mazy labyrinth of rules, 

Far IcBS the friends of Virtue than the fools ; 

Yet such in vidn thy favouring smiles pretend, 

For he is thine who proves his country's friend. 

Thus when my life, well-spent, the good enjoy, 

And the mean envious labour to destroy ; 

When, strongly lur'd by Fame's condgfuous shrine, 

1 yet devote my choicer vows to thine j 

If all my toils thy promis'd favour claim, 

O lead thy favourite through the gates of Fame !' 

He ceas'd his vows, and, with disdainful air. 
He tum'd to blast the late exalting fair : 
But vanish'd, fled to some more friendly shOTe* 
The conscious phantom's beauty pleas'd no more ; 
Convinc'd her spurious charms of dress and face 
Claim'd a quick conquest or a sure disgrace, 
fantastic power ! whose transient charms allured, 
While Error's mist the reasoning mind obscur'd< 
Not such the victress. Virtue's constant queen. 
Endured the test of truth, and dar'd be seen : . 
Her brightening form and features seem'd to own 
*Twas all her wish, her interest, to be known ; 
And when his longing view the fair declin'd, 
JLeft a full image of her charms behind. 

llius reigns the moon, with fortive splendour 

crown'd. 
While glooms oppress us, and thick shades surround; 

But let the source of light its beams display. 

Languid and faint the mimic flames decay. 

And all the thickening splendour fades away. 
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IN FOiJR PARTS. 



PART THE FIRST. 

Pbbhaps some cloud eclips'd the day, 

When thus I tun'd my pensive lay :— ^ 

• The ship is launched— we catch the gale — 

On life's extended ocean sail; 

For happiness our course we bend. 

Our ardent cry, our general end ! 

¥et, ah ! the scenes which tempt our care 

Are, like the forms dispers'd in adr. 

Still dancing near disorder'd eyes, 

And weakest his who best descries!* 

Yet let me not my birthright barter, 
(For wishing is the poet's charter; 
AH bards have leave to wish whaf s wanted. 
Though few e'er found their wishes granted; 
Extensive field ! where poets pride them 
In singing all that is denied them.) 

For humble ease, ye Powers ! I pray ; 
That plain warm suit for every day : 
And pleasure and brocade bestow. 
To flaunt it— once a month, or so. 
The first for constant wear we want ; 
The first, ye Powers ! for ever grant :. 



But constant wear the last bespatters. 
And turns the tissue into tatters. 

Where'er my vagrwit course I bend, 
Liet me secure one foithfol friend : 
Let me, in public scenes, request 
A friend of wit and taste, well dressed ; 
And if I must not hope such favour, 
A friend of wit and tasrte, however. 

Alas! that Wisdom ever shuns 
To congregate her scatter'd sons. 
Whose nervous forces, well comblu'd^ 
Would win the field, and sway mankind. 
The fool will squeeze, from mom to nighty 
To fix his follies full in sight ; 
The note he strikes, the plume he showfl^ 
Attract whole flights of fops and beaus. 
And kindred-fools, who ne'er had known him^ 
Flock at the sight, caress, and own him ; 
But ill-starr'd Sense, nor gay nor loud. 
Steals soft on tiptoe through the crowd ; 
Conveys his meagre form between. 
And sUdes, Uke pervious air, unseen ; 
Contracts his known tenuity, 
As though 'twere ev'n a crime to be { 
Nor ev'n permits his eyes to stray. 
And win acquaintance in their way. 

In company, so mean his air. 
You scarce are conscious he is there. 
Till from some nook, Uke sharpened steel, 
Occurs lus face's thin profile. 
Still seeming from the gazer's eye, 
like Venus, newly bathed, to fly : 
Yet while reluctant he displays 
Hi0 refJ gems before the blaze. 
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The fool hath, in its centre, plsc'ct 
His tawdry stock of painted paste, 
Disus'd to i^eak, he tries his skill, 
Speaks coldly, and succeeds but iH : 
His pensive manner dulness deem'd. 
His modesty reserve esteemed ; 
His wit unknown, his learning vain, 
He wins not one of all the train : 
And those who, mutually known* 
In friendship's fiiirest Ust had shone, 
Less prone than pebbles to unite. 
Retire to shades from public sif^t, ' 
Grow savage^ quit their social nature. 
And starve — ^to study mutual satire. 

But friends and favourites, to chagrin them, 
Find counties, countries, seas, between them ^ 
Meet once a-year, then part, and then 
Retiring, wi^ to meet again. 

Sick of the thought, let me provide 
Some human form to grace my side ; 
At hand, where'er I shape my course. 
An useful, pliant, stalking-horse. 

No gesture free from some grimace. 
No seam without its share of lace. 
But, marked with goid or silver either. 
Hint where his coat was piec'd tog^ether. 
His legs be lengthen'd, I advise ; 
And stockings roU'd, abridge his thighs. 
What, though Vandyck had other rules. 
What had Vandyck to do with fools ! 
Be nothing wanting but his mind ; 
Before a solitaire, behind 
A twisted ribbon, like the track 
Which Nature gives an ass's back. 
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Silent as midnight ! pity 'twere. 
Bis wisdom's slender wealth to share! 
And, whilst in flocks our fancies stray. 
To wish the poor man's lamh away. 

This form attracting every eye, 
I stroll all unregarded by : 
This wards the jokes of every kind. 
As an umbrella, sun, or wind ; 
Or, like a spunge, absorbs the sallies 
And' pestilential fumes of malice ; 
Or like a splendid shield, is fit 
To screen the templar's random wit; 
Or, what some gentler cit lets fkll 
As woolpacks quash the leaden ball» 

Allusipns these of weaker force^ 
And apter still the stalking-horse. 

O let me wander all unseen. 
Beneath the sanction of his mien ! 
As liUes soft, as roses fair ! 
Empty as airpumps drain'd of air ! 
With steady eye and pace remark 
The speckled flock that haunts the Park ** 
Level my pen with wondrous heed 
At folUes, flocking there to feed ; 
And as my satire bursts amain, 
See feather'd foppery strew the plain. 

But when I seek my rural grove. 
And share the peaceful haunts I love ; 
Let none of this unhallow'd train 
My sweet sequester'd paths profane. 
Oft may some polish'd virtuous friend 
To these soft-winding vales descend, 

Vol. XXIV. U 
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And love with me inglorious things. 
And scorn with me the pomp of king^j 
And check me when my bosom biuns 
For statues^ paintings^ coiiis» and unis: 
Fori in Damon's prayer could join^ 
And Damon's wish might now be mine- 
But all dispersM ! the widi, the pny*v. 
Mire driven to mix with common air. 
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How happy once was Dampn's lot, 
While yet romantic schemes were no^ 
£re yet he sent his weakly eyes 
To plan frail csstles in the skies ! 
Forsaking pleasures cheap and common. 
To court a blaze, still flitting from one. 

Ah ! happy Damon ! thrice and more. 
Had Taste ne'er touch'dthy tranquil shore. 

Oh days ! when to a girdle tied 
The couples jingled at his ude. 
And Damon swore he would not barter 
The sportsman's girdle for a garter. 

Whoever came to kifl an hour. 
Found easy Damon in their pow'r. 
Pure social Nature all his guide* 
* Damon had not a grain of pride.' 

He wish'd not to ehide the snares 
Which Knavery plans, and Craft prepares. 
But rather wedth to crown their wiles* 
And win their universal smiles; 
For who are cheerful, who at ease. 
But they who cheat us as they please f 



J 
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He winkM at many a gross design 
The new-fall'n calf might countermine : 
Thus erery fool allow'd his merit ; 

* Yes ; Damon had a generous spirit.' 

A coxcomb's jest, however vile, 
'Was sure at least of Damon's smile ; 
That coxcomb ne'er denied him sense ; 
VoT why ? it prov'd his own pretence : 
All own'd, were modesty away, 

* Damon could shine as much as they.' 

When wine and folly came in season, 
Damon ne'er strove to save his reason ; 
Obnoxious to the mad uproar, 
A spy upon a hostile shore \ 
'Twas this his company endear'd; 
MiTth. never came till he appear'd. 
His lodgingp»-— every draw'r could show 'em; 
The slave was klck'd who did not know 'em. 

Thus Damon, studious of his ease. 
And pleasing all whom mirth could please. 
Defied the world, like idle Ck>Uey,* 
To show a softer word than folly. 
Since Wisdom's gorgon shield was known 
To stare the gazer into stone. 
He chose to trust in Folly's charm, 
To keep his breast alive and warm. 

At length grave Learning's sober train 
Bemark'd the trifler with disdain ; 
The sons of Taste contemn'd his ways. 
And rank'd him with the brutes that g^race; 
While they to nobler heights aspir'd. 
And grew belov'd, esteem'd, admir'd. 

Hence with our youth, not void of spirit, 
His old companions lost their merit, 

•Colly 
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And^every kind well-natur'd sot 
Seem'd a dull play without a plot. 
Where every yawning" guest a£^e&— 
The willing creature strives to please ; 
But temper never could amuse : 
It barely led us to excuse. 
*Twas true, conversing they aver'd 
All they had seen, or felt, or heard ; 
Talents of weight ! for wights like these 
The law might choose for witnesses ; 
But sure the' attesting dry narration 
111 suits a judge of conversation.. 

What were their freedoms ?* mere excuses 
To vent ill manners, blows, and bruises. 
Yet freedom, gallant freedom ! hailing. 
At form, at form, incessant jailing ; 
Would they examine each, offence, 
Its latent cause, its known pretence. 
Punctilio ne'er was known to breed 'em. 
So sure as fond prolific freedom. 
Their courage P but a loaded gun; 
Machine the wise would wish to shun. 
Its guard unsafe, its Jock an ill one. 
Where accident might fire and kill one. 

In short, disgusted out of measure. 
Through much contempt and slender pleasure. 
His sense of dignity returns; 
With native pride his bosom burns ; 
He seeks respect — ^but how to gain it P 
Wit, social mirth, could ne'er obtain it ; 
And laughter, where it reigns uncheck'd. 
Discards and dissipates respect; 

* Boisteroiu mirtli. 
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The man who gravely bows, enjoys it ; 
But shaking hands, at once destroys it : 
Precarious plant ! which, fMtt and gay, 
Shrinks at the touch, and fades away ! 

Come, then. Reserve ! yet from thy train 
Banish Contempt and curs'd Disdain. 
* Teach me,' he ciled, ' thy magic art, 
To act the decent distant part ; 
To husband well my complaisance. 
Nor let ev'n Wit too &r advance ; 
But choose cahn Reason for my theme. 
In these her royal realms supreme ; 
And o^er her charms, with caution shown. 
Be still a graceful umbrage thrown. 
And each abrupter period crown'd 
With nods and winks, and smiles profound ; 
Till, rescued from the crowd beneath. 
No more with pain to move or breathe, 
I rise with head elate, to share 
Salubrious draughts of purer air. 
Respect is won by grave pretence 
And silence, surer ev'n than sense— 
'Tu hence the sacred grandeur springs 
Of Eastern — and of other kings ; 
Or whence this awe to virtue due^ 
While Virtue's distant as Peru? 
The sheathless sword the guard displaysy 
MHiich round emits its dazzling rays » 
The stately fort, the turrets tall, 
PortcuUis'd gate, and battled wall. 
Less screens the body than controuls, 
And wards contempt from royal souls. 

The crowns they wear but check the eye. 
Before it fondly pierce too nigh, 

U 2 
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That dazzled crowds may be employed 

Around the surface of— the void. 

O ! 'ds the statesman's craft profbund. 

To scatter his amusements round ; 

To tempt us firom their coQScioos breast. 

Where full-fledged crimes enjoy their nest ; 

Nor awes us every worth reveal'd. 

So deeply as each vice conceal'd. 

The lordly log, dispatch'd of yore. 
That the frog-people might adore. 
With guards to keep them at a distance^ 
Had reign'd, nor wanted Wit's assistance ; 
Nay — ^had addresses from his nation. 
In praise of log-administratioQ. 



PART THE TBIRD. 

Thb buoyant fires of youth were o'er. 
And fame and finery pleas'd no more ; 
Productive of that general stare. 
Which cool reflection ill can bear, 
And, crowds commencing mere vexation. 
Retirement sent its invitation. 

Romantic scenes of pendent hills. 
And verdant vales and falling rills, 
And mossy banks the fields adorn, 
Where Damon, simple swain! was bom. 

The Dryads rear'd a shady grove. 
Where such as think, and such as love. 
May safely sigh their summer's day. 
Or muse their silent hours away. 
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The Oreads likM the cKmate well. 
And taught the level plain to swell 
In yerdant mounds, from whence the eye 
Might all their larger works descry. 

The Naiads pour'd their urns around. 
From nodding rocks o'er rales profound ; 
They form'd their streams to please the view. 
And bade them wind as serpents do. 
And having shown them where to stray. 
Threw little pebbles in their way. 

These, Fancy, all-sagacious maid ! 
Had at their several tasks surveyed : 
She saw, and smiFd; and oft would lead 
Our Damon's foot o'er hill and mead ; 
There, with descriptive finger, trace 
The genuine beauties of the place. 
And when she all its charms had shown. 
Prescribe improvements of her own. 

* See yonder hill, so green, so round. 
Its brow with ambient beeches crown'd ! 
*Twould well become thy gentle care 
To raise a dome to Venus there ; 
Pleas'd would the nymphs thy zeal survey. 
And Venus, in their arms, repay. 
'Twas such a shade and such a nook. 
In such a vale, near such a brook. 
From such a rocky fragment springing. 
That fam'd Apollo, chose to sing in ; 
There let an altar wrought with art 
Engage thy tuneful patron's heart : 
How charming there to muse and warble, 
Beneath his bust of breathing marble ! 
With laurel wreath and mimic lyre, 
That crown a poet's vast demre : 
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Then ne'er it 9coop*d the vaulted cell 
Where Munc's charming maids* may dwell. 
Prone to indulge thy tender pasdon. 
And make thee many' an assignation. 
Deep in the grove's obscure retreat 
Be pkc'd Minerva's sacred sesit; 
There let her awful turrets rise, 
(For Wisdom flies from vulgar eyes) 
There her calm dictates shalt thou hear 
Distinctly strike thy listening ear ; 
And who would shun the pleasing labour. 
To have l^nerva for his neighbour ?' 
In short, so charm'd each wild suggestion. 
Its truth was little call'd in question ; 
And Damon dream'd he saw the fauns 
And n3rmphs distinctly skim the lawns; 
Now trac'd amid the trees, and then 
Lost in the circling shades again, 
With leer oblique their lover viewing— 
And Cupid — ^panting^-^and pursuing^— 
^ Fancy, enchanting Fair !' he cried, 
< Be thou my goddess, thou my guide ; 
For thy bright visions, I despise 
What foes may think or friends advise : 
The feign'd concern, when folks survey 
Expense, time, study, cast away ; 
The real spleen with which they see ; 
I please myself and follow thee.' 

Thus glow'd his breast, by Fancy warm'd. 
And thus the fairy landscape charm'd : 
But most he hop'd his constant care 
M^t win the fitvour of the fair ; 

•Hie Ml 
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And, wandering late through yonder glade, 
He thus the soft design betray'd. 

* Ye doves ! for whom I rear'd the grove, 
With melting lays salute my love ! 

My Delia with your notes detain, 
Or I have rear'd the grove in vain. 
Ye flowers ! which early Spring supplies. 
Display at once your brightest dyes, 
That she your opening charms may see ; 
Or what were else your charms to me ? 
Kind zephyr ! brush each frag^nt flow'r, 
And shed its odours round my bow'r. 
Or ne*er agsdn, O gentle wind ! 
Shall I in thee refreshment find. 
Ye streams ! if e'er your banks I lov*d. 
If e'er your native sounds improv'd ; 
May each soft murmur soothe my Fair, 
Or, oh ! 'twill deepen my despair. 
Be sure, ye willows ! you be seen 
Array 'd in liveliest robes of green ; 
Or I will tear your slighted boughs. 
And let them fade around my brows. 
And thou, my grot ! whose lonely bounds 
The melancholy pine surrounds. 
May she admire thy peaceful gloom. 
Or thou shalt prove her lover's tomb.' 

And now the lofty domes were rear'd. 
Loud laugh'd the 'squires, the rabble star'd. 

* See, neighbours ! what our Damon's doing ; 
I think some folks are fond of ruin ! 

I saw his sheep at random stray — 
But he has thrown his crook away — 
And builds such huts as, in foul weather, 
Are fit for sheep nor shepherd neither.' 
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Whence came the sober swain misled ? 
Why, Phoebus put it in his head : 
Phoebus befriends him, we are told ; 
And Phoebus coins bright tuns of gold. 
Twere prudent not to be so vun on% 
I think hell never touch a grain on't. 
And if from Phoebus and his Muse 
Mere earthly laziness ensues, 
'Tis plain, for aught that I can say, 
The devil inspires as well as they. 
So they — ^while fbols of g^rosser kind. 
Less weeting what our bard desig^^d. 
Impute his schemes to real evil. 
That in these haunts he met the devil. 

He own'd, though their advice was vain. 
It suited wights who trod the plain ; 
For dulness— though he might abhor it. 
In them he made allowance for it ; 
Nor wondered, if beholding mottos. 
And urns, and domes, and cells, and grottos. 
Folks, little dreaming of the Muses, 
Were plagu'd to gfuess their proper uses. 

But did the Muses haunt his cell? 
Or in his dome did Venus dwell ? 
Did Pallas in his counsels share ? 
The Delian god reward his prayer ? 
Or did his zeal engage the Fair f 
When all the structure shone complete. 
Not much convenient, wondrous neat, 
Adom'd with gilding, painting, planting. 
And the fair guests alone were wanting ; 
Ah, me ! ('twas Damon'^s own confession) 
Came Poverty, and took possession. 
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PAItT THE FOURTH. 

Wht droops my Damon, whilst he roves 
Through ornamented meads and groves^ 
Near columns, ohelisks, and spires. 
Which every critic eye admires ? 
*Tis Poverty, detested maid ! 
Sole tenant of their ample shade ; 
Tis she that robs him of his ease. 
And bids their very charms displease. 

But now, by Fancy long controll'd. 
And with the sons of Taste enroU'd, 
He deem'd it shameful to commence 
First IGnister to Common Sense ; 
Far more elated to pursue 
The lowest talk of dear vertu. 

And now, behold his lofty soul. 
That whilom flew from pole to pole. 
Settle on some elaborate flow'r. 
And, like a bee, the sweets devour ' 
Now, of a rose enamour'd, prove 
The wild solidtudes of love ! 
Now in a lily's cup enshrin'd, 
Foreg;o the commerce of mankind ! 

As in these toils he wore away 
The calm remainder'of his day. 
Conducting sun, and shade, and show'r, 
As most might glad the new-bom flow'r. 
So Fttte ordain'd-— before his eye — 
Starts up the long-sought butterfly. 
While flutteriog round,, her plumes unfold 
Celestial crimson drop'd with gold. 
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Adieu, ye bands of flowerets fair ! 
The living' beauty claims his care ; 
For this he strips — ^nor boh nor chain 
Could Damon's warm pursuit restrain. 

See him o'er hill, morass, or mound, 
Where'er the spetjkled game is found, 
Though bent with age, with zeal pursue* 
And totter tow'rds the prey in view. 

Nor rock nor stream his steps retard. 
Intent upon the bless'd reward. 
One vassal fly repays the chase ! 
A wing, a film, rewards the race ! 
Rewards him, though disease attend, 
And in a fatal surfeit end. 
So fierce Camilla skim'd the phdn, 
Smit with the purple's pleasing stain ; 
She ey'd intent the glittering stranger. 
And knew, alas ! nor fear nor danger. 
Till deep within her panting heart 
Malicious Fate impell'd the dart. 

How studious he, what favourite food 
Regales dame Nature's tiny brood ! 
What junkets fat the fihny people ! 
And what liquers they choose to tipple '. 

Behold him, at some crise, prescribe. 
And raise with drugs the sickening tribe ! 
Or haply, when their spirits fau'ter. 
Sprinkling my Lord of Cloyne's tar-water. 

When Nature's brood of insects dies. 
See how he pimps for amorous flies! 
See him the timely succour lend her. 
And help the wantons to engender ! 

Or see him guard their pregnant hour. 
Exert his soft obstetric pow'r. 
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And, lenxling each his lenient hand, 
"With new*bom grubs enrich the land ! 

O Wilks* ! what poet's loftiest lays 
Can match thy labours and thy praise ? 
Immortal sage ! by fate decreed 
To guard the moth's illustrious breed ! 
TiU fluttering swarms on swarms arise, 
And all our wardrobes teem with flies ! 

And must we praise this taste for toys ?— 
Admire it then in girls and boys. 
Ye youths of fifteen years, or more ! 
Resign your moths—the season's o'er ; 
*Tis time more social joys to prove ; 
'Twere now your noble task — ^to love. 
L.et***'s eyes more deeply warm. 
Nor slighting Nature's fairest form. 
The bias of your souls determine 
Tow'rds the mean love of Nature's vermin. 

But, ah ! how wondrous few have known 
To ^ve each stage of life its own. 

'Tis the pretexta's utmost bound, 
With radiant purple edg'd around. 
To please the child, whose glowing dyes 
Too long delight maturer eyes ; 
And few, but with regret, assume 
The plain wrought labours of th& loom. 
Ah ! let not me by fancy steer. 
When life's autumnal clouds appear : 
Nor ev'n in learning's long delays 
Consume my fairest, fruitless days ; 
Like him who should in armour spend 
The sums that armour should defend. 

* Alluding tomothiand batteifliM, deKneated bf Benjanuii 
yfiXkM. See his rery gspeninre propoMili. 

Vol. xxrv. X 
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Awhile in Pleasure's myrde bow'r 
We share her smiles and bless her poWr, 
But find at last we vainly strive • 

To &K. the worst coquet alive. 

O you ! that with assiduous flame * 

Have long pursued the faithless dame ; 
Forsake her soft abodes awhile. 
And dare her frown, and slight her smile ; 
Nor scorn, whatever wits may ssy. 
The footpath road, the king's highway : 
Ho more the scrup'lous charmer tease. 
But seek the roo6 of honest Ease ; 
The rival Fair, no more pursued. 
Shall there with forward pace intrude ; 
Shall there her every art essay. 
To win you to her sUgfated sway* 
And grant your scorn a glance more lair 
Than e'er she gave your fondest pray'r. 

But would you happiness pursue P 
Partake both ease ai^ pleasure too f 
Would you, through all your days, dispense 
The joys of reason and of sense ? 
Or give to life the most you can ? 
Let social virtue shape the plan : — 
For does not to the virtuous deed 
A train of pleasing sweets succeed ? 
Or, like the sweets of wild desire. 
Did social pleasures ever tire f 

Yet midst the group be some prefer'd. 
Be some abhor'd— for Damon err'd ; 
And such there are— of fair addrei 
As 'twere unsocial to caress. 
O learn by reason's equal rule 
To shon Uie praise of knave «r fool; 
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Then though yon. deem it better still 
To g^n some rustic 'squire's good will, 
Aiid souls, however mean or vile» 
L.ike features, brighten by a smile, 
Tet Reason holds it for a crime 
The triTiftl breast should share thy time ; 
And Virtue with reluctant eyes 
Beholds this human sacrifice ! 

Through deep reserve and air erect, 
Mistaken Damon won respect ; 
But could the specious homage pass 
With any creature but an ass ? 
If conscious, they who fear'd the skin 
"Would scorn the sluggish brute within. . 
What awe-struck slaves the towers enclose 
Where Persian monarchs eat and doze ! 
What prostrate reverence all agree 
To pay a prince they never see ! 
Mere vassals of a royal throne ; 
The Sophi's virtues must be shown, 
To make the reverence his own. 

As for Thalia — ^would thou make her 
T'hy bride without a portion f — ^take her : 
She will with duteous care attend. 
And all thy pensive hours befriend ; 
Will swell thy joys, will share thy pain. 
With thee rejoice, with thee complain ; 
Will smooth thy pillow, plait thy bowers, 
And bind thine aching head with flow'rs. 
But be this previous maxim known— > 
If thou canst feed on loVe alone. 
If, bless'd with her, ^ou canst sustain 
Contempt, and poverty, and pain ; 
If so then rifle lUl her graces — 
And fruitful be your fond embraces ; 
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Too soon, by caitiff-Apleen mspir^d. 
Sage Damon to his groves retir'd. 
The path disclaini'd by sober reason ; 
Retirement claims a later season. 
Ere active youth and warm desires 
Have quite withdrawn their lingering fires. 
With the warm bosom ill agree 
Or limpid stream or shady tree ; 
Love lurks within the rosy bow'r. 
And claims the speculative hour ; 
Ambition finds his calm retreat. 
And bids his pulse too fiercely beat ; 
£v'n social Friendship duns his ear. 
And cites him to the public sphere. 
Does he resist their genuine force ? 
His temper takes some froward course. 
Till passion, misdirected, sighs 
For weeds, or shells, or g^ubs, or flies ? 

Far happiest he whose early days. 
Spent in the social paths of praise. 
Leave fairly printed on his mind 
A train of virtuous deeds behind : 
From this rich fund the memory draws 
The lasting meed of self-applause. 

Such fair ideas lend their aid 
To people the sequestered shade : 
Such are the Naiads, Njrmphs, and Fauns, 
That haunt his floods or cheer his lawns. 
If, where his devious ramble strays. 
He Virtue's radiant form surveys^ 
She seems no longer now to wear 
The rigid mien, the frown severe* ; 

* Allttdins to the allegoiy la Cebei* Tib!et. 
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To show him her remote abode. 
To point the rocky arduooB road ; 
But from each flower jiis fields allow. 
She twines a g^arland for his brow. 



ECONOMY, 

A RHAPSODY. 
ADDBE88SD TO TOUKG POETS. 



Insanis ; oranes gelidis quieunque lacenUs 

S&nt tibi, Nasonet Virg;itiosque Tides. Mart. 



-Thoa know*8t not what thon lay'it ; 



In garments that scarce fenee then fhun the eold, 
Oar Orida and our Virgib yon behold. 
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To you, ye Bards ! whose lavii^ breast requires 
This monitory lay, the strains belon|^; 
Nor think some miser vents bis sapient saw. 
Or some dull cit, unfeeling of the charms 
That tempt profusion, sings ; while friendly Zeal, 
To guard from fatal ills the tribe he loves, 
Inspires the meanest of the Muse's train ! 
Like you I loath the grovelling progeny, 
Whose wily arts, by creeping time matur'd. 
Advance them high on Power's tjrrannic throne. 
To lord it there in gorgeous uselessness, 
And spurn successless Worth that pines below ! 

See the rich churl, amid the social sons 
Of wine and wit regaling ! hark, he joins 
In the free jest» delighted ! seems to show 
A meliorated heart ! he laughs» he ^xngs, 

X2 
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Songs of g&y import, msidrigils of glee. 

And drunken anthems, set ag^ape the board. 

Like Demea,* in the piay, benign and mild. 

And pouring forth benevolence of soul. 

Till Micto wonder ; or, in Shakspeare's line. 

Obstreperous Silence,f drowning Shallow's voice. 

And startling Falstaif and his mad compeers. 

He owns 'tis prudence, ever and anon. 

To smooth his careful brow, to let his purse 

Ope to a sixpence's diameter. 

He Ukes our ways ; he owns the ways of wit 

Are ways of pleasance, and deserve regard.* 

True, we are dainty good society; 

But what art thou ? Alas ! consider well. 

Thou bane of social pleasure, know thyself: 

Thy fell approach, like some invasive damp 

Breath'd through the pores of earth from Stygian 

caves, 
Destroys the lamp of mirth ; the lamp which we. 
Its flamens, boast to guard : we know not how. 
But at thy sight the fading flame assumes 
A ghastly blue, and in a stench expires. 
True, thou seem'st chang'd ; all sainted, all ensky'd: 
The trembling tears that charge thy melting eyes 
Say thou art honest, and of gentle kind ; 
But all is false ! an intermitting sigh 
Condemns each hour, each moment giv'n to smiles, 
And deems those only lost thou dost not lose. 
£v'n for a demi-groat, this open'd soul. 
This boon companion, this elastic breast, 
Revibrates quick, and sends the tunsful tongue 
To lavish music on the rugged walls 

* In Terenee** Addphi. 

t Juftiee SUcace, in SMcipetie'i Heanr IV. Sd Fait. 
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Of some dark dungeon. Hence^ thou caitiiF! fly; 
Touch not my glass, nor drain my sacred how]. 
Monster ingrate ! beneath one common sky 
Why should thou breathe ! beneath one common 
Thou ne'er shalt harbour, nor my little boat [roof 
Receive a soul with crimes to press it down. 
Go to thy bags, thou recreant! hourly go. 
And, gazing there, bid them be wit, be mirth. 
Be conversation. Not a face that smiles 
Admit thy presence ! not a soul that glows 
With social purport bid, or even or morn, 
Invest thee happy ! but when life dechnes. 
May thy sure heirs stand tittering round thy bed. 
And, ushering in their favourites, burst thy locks. 
And fill their laps with gold ; till Want and Care 
With joy depart, and cry. * We ask no more.* 

Ah ! nfever, never may the' harmonious mind 
Endure the worldly ! Poets, ever void 
Of gfuile, distrustleas, scorn the treasured -gold. 
And spurn the miser, spurn his deity. 
Balanced with friendship, in the poet's eye 
The rival scale of interest kicks the beam. 
Than lightning swifter. From his cavern'd store 
The sordid soul, with self-applause, remarks 
The kind propensity ; remarks and smiles. 
And hies with impious haste to spread the snare. 
Him we deride, and in our comic scenes 
Contemn the niggard form Moliere has drawn : 
We loath with justice ; but, alas ! the pain . 
To bow the knee before this calf of gold, 
Implore his envious aid, and meet his frown ! 

But 'tis not Gomez, 'tis not he whose heart 
Is crusted o'er with dross, whose callous mind 
Is senseleas as his gold, the slighted Muse 
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Intense^ loaidis. lis sure no equal task 
To pardon him who lavishes his wealth 
On racer« fo^-hound, hawk, or spaniel, all 
But human merit; who with gold essays 
All but the noblest pleasure, to remove 
The wants of Genius, and its smiles enjoy. 

But you, ye titled youths ! whose nobler zeal 
Would burnish o'er your coronets with fame. 
Who listen pleas'd when poet tunes his lay. 
Permit him not in distant solitudes 
To pine, to languid out the fleeting hours 
Of active youth ; then Virtue pants for praise. 
That season unadorn'd, the careless bard 
Quits your worn threshold, and, Kke honest Ciay, 
Contemns the niggard boon ye time so ill. 
Tour favours then, like trophies given the tomb. 
The' enfranchis'd spirit soaring not perceives. 
Or scorns perceiv'd ; and execrates the smile 
Which bade his vigorous bloom, to treacherous 
And servile cares a prey, expire in vain ! — [h<^es 

Two lawless powers, engag'd by mutual hate 
In endless war, beneath their flags enrol 
The vassal world ; this Avarice is nam'd. 
That Luxury : 'tis- true their partial friends 
Assign them softer names; usurpers both ! 
That share by dint of ^ms the legal throne 
Of just Economy, y«t both betrayed 
By fraudiVil ministers. The niggard chief ' 
Ostening to want, aU faithless, and prepai^d 
To join each moment in his rival's train. 
His conduct models by tiiia neediesa feani> 
The slave inspires ; while Luxury, a ch&ef 
Of amplest fidth, to Plenty's rule resigns 
His whole campaign. 'Tis Plenty's fiaUtering soimds 
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Engross his ear, ^tis Plenty's smiling form 
Moves still before his eye. Discretion strives. 
But strives in vain to banish from the throne 
The perjured minion : he, secure of trusty 
With latent malice to the hostile camp. 
Day, night, and hour, his monarch's wealth conveys. 

Ye towering minds ! ye sublimated souls ! 
"Who, careless of your fortunes, seal, and sign. 
Set, let, contract, acquit with easier mien 
Than fops take snuff ! whose economic care 
Your green silk purse engrosses ! easy, pleas'd. 
To see gold sparkle through the subtle folds, 
Lovely as when the' Hesperian fruitage smil'd 
Amid the verdurous grove! who fondly hope 
Spontaneous harvests '. harvests all the year ! 
l¥ho scatter wealth, as through the radiant crop 
Glittered on evety bough : and every bough, 
Like that the Trojan gather'd, once avuls'd. 
Were by a splen^d successor supplied 
Instant, spontaneous ! listen to my lays ; 
For 'tis not fools, whate'er proverbial phrase 
Have long decreed, that quit with greatest ease 
The treasur'd gold. Of words indeed profuse. 
Of gold tenacious, their torpescent soul 
Clenches their coin, and what electral fire 
Shall solve the frosty gripe, and bid it flow ? 
*Tis genius, fancy, that to wild expense 
Of health, of treasure, stimulates the soul : 
These with officious care and fatal art 
Improve the vinous flavour; these the smile 
Of Chioe soften ; these the glare of dress 
Illume, the glittering chariot gild anew, 
And add strange wisdom to the furs of Pow'r. 

Alas ! that he, amid the race of men, 
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That he, who thinks of purest gold witk 80oni» 

Should with unssted appethe demand. 

And vunly court the pleasure it procures ! 

l¥hen Fancy's Tivid spark impels the soul 

To scorn quotidian scenes, to ^um the bliss 

Of vulg^ mind% what nostrum shall compose 

Its fatal tensioUtP in what lonely vale 

Of balmy Med'ciae's various field aspires 

The bless'd r^rigerant ? Vain, ah ! vain the hope 

Of future peace, this ovgasm uncontroU'd ! 

Impatient, hence, of all the frugal mind 

Requires ; to eat, to drink, to sleep, to fill 

A chest with gold, the sprightly breast demands 

Incessant rapture ; life, a tedious load. 

Denied its continuity of joy. 

But whence obtain P philosophy requires 

No lavish cost ; to crown its utmost pray'r 

Sufiice the root-built cell, the simple fleece. 

The juicy viand, and the crystal stream. 

Ev'n nuld Stupidity rewards her train 

With cheap contentment. ' Taste alone requires 

Entire profunon ! Days, and niglits, and houn^ 

Thy voice, hydropic Fancy ! calls aloud 

For costly drtughts, inundant bowk of joy. 

Rivers of rich regalement, seas of bliss, 

Seas without shore ! infinity of sweets! 

And yet, unless ssge Reason join her haad 
In Pleasure's purchase, pleasure is unsure : 
And yet, unless Economy's consent 
Legitimate expense, some graceless mark. 
Some symptom ill-co&ceal'd, shall, soon or late. 
Burst like a pimple from the vicious tide 
Of acid blood, proclaiming Want's disease 
Amidst the bloom of show. The scanty stream. 
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Slow-loitering in its channel, seems to vie 
With Yaga's depth ; but should the sedgy pow'r. 
Vain-glorious, empty his penurious urn 
O'er the rough roclc, how must hisfellow-Atreams 
Deride the tinklings of the boastive rill ! 
I not aspire to mark the dubious path 
That leads to wealth, to poets markM in vain ! 
But ere self-fiattery soothe the vivid breast 
With dreams of fortune near allied to fame, ' 

Reflect how few who charmM the listening ear 
Of satrap, or of king, her smiles enjoy'd ! 
Consider well what meagre alms repaid 
The grtat Maeonian, sire of tuneful song. 
And prototype of all that soar'd sublime. 
And left dull cares below : what griefs impelled 
The modest biird* of leamM Eliza's reign 
•To sweU with tears hi* Mulla's parent stream. 
And mourn aloud the pang * to ride, to run, 
' To spend, to give, to want, to be undone.' 
Why should I tell of Cowley's pensive Muse, 
Belov'd in vain ? too copious is my theme ! 
Which of your boasted race might hope reward 
Like loyal Butler, when the liberal Charies, 
The judge of wit, penis'd the sprightly page. 
Triumphant o'er his foes ? Believe not hope. 
The poet's parasite ; but learn alone 
To spare the scanty boon the Fates decree. 
Poet and rich ! 'tis solecism extreme ! 
*TiB heighten'd contradiction ! in his frame. 
In every nerve and fibre of his soul. 
The latent seeds and pTinci]de8 of want 
Has Nature wove, and Fate confirm'd the due. 
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Nor yet despair to shun the ruder g^pe 
Of Penury : with nice precision learn 
A dollar's value. Foremost in the page 
That marks th' expense of each revolving* year 
Place inattention. When the lust of praise. 
Or honour's false idea, tempts thy soul 
To slight frugality, assure thine heart 
That danger's near. This perishable coin 
Is no vain ore. It is thy liberty ; 
It fetters misers, but it must alone 
Enfranchise thee. The world, the cit-like world. 
Bids thee beware ; thy fittle ci*aft essay; 
Nor, pidhng with a tea-spoon's slender form. 
See with soup>ladles devils gormandize. 

Economy ! thou g^od old aunt ! whose mien, 
Furrow'd with age and care, the wise adore. 
The wits contemn ! reserving still thy stores 
To cheer thy friends at last ! why with the cit 
Or bookless churl, with each ignoble name. 
Each earthly nature, deign'st thou to reside ? 
And shunning all who by. thy favours crown'd 
Might glad the world, to seek some vulg^ mind. 
Inspiring pride, and selfish shapes of ill ? 
Why with the old, infirm, and impotent. 
And childless, love to dwell ; yet leave the breast 
Of youth unwam'd, unguided, uninform'd? 
Of youth, to whj>m thy monitory voice 
Were doubly kind P for sure to youthful eyes, 
(How short Boe'er it prove) the road of life 
Appears protracted ; fair on either side 
The Loves, the Graces play, on Fortune's child 
Profusely smifing; well might youth essay 
The frugal plan, lucrative employ. 
Source of their favour all the live-long day ; 
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Bat Fate assents not. Age alone contracts 
His meagre palm, to clench the tempting bane 
Of all his peace, the glittering seeds of care ! 

O that the Muse's voice might pierce the ear 
Of generous youth ! for youth deserves her song. 
Youth is fair virtue's season, virtue then 
Requires the pruiier's hand ; the sequent stage 
It barely vegetates ; nor long the space 
Ere, robb'd of warmth, its arid trunk display 
Fell Winter's total reign. O lovely source' 
Of generous foibles, youth ! when opening minds 
Are honest as the light, lucid as air. 
As fostering breezes kind, as linnets gay. 
Tender as buds, and lavish as the spring ! # 

Yet, hapless state of man ! his earliest youth 
Cozens itself; his age defrauds mankind. 

Nor deem it strange, that rolling years abrade 
The social bias. Life's extensive page. 
What does it but unfold repeated proofs 
Of gold's omnipotence h With patriots, friends, 
Sickening beneath its ray, enervate some. 
And others dead, whose putrid name exhales 
A noisome scent, the bulky volume teems : 
With kinsmen, brothers, sons, moistening the 

shroud. 
Or honouring the grave, with specious grief 
Of short duration, soon in Fortune's beams 
Alert, and wondering at the tears they shed. 

But who shall save, by tame prosaic strain. 
That glowing breast where wit with youth conspires 
To sweeten luxury ? The fearful Muse 
Shall yet proceed, though by the faintest gleam 
Of hope inspir'd, to warn the train she loves. 

Vol,, xxiv. y 
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PMiT TBE SECOYD, 

In some dark season, when the misty shower 

Obscur^es the sun, and saddens all the sky. 

When linnets drop the wing, nor grove nor stream 

Invites thee forth to sport thy drooping Muse, 

Seize the dull hour, nor with regret assign 

To worldly prudence. She, nor nice nor coy. 

Accepts the tribute of a joyless day : 

She smiles well-pleas'd when wit and mirth recede. 

And not a Grace and not a Muse will hear. 

Then from majestic Maro's awful strain. 

Or towering Homer, let thine eye descend 

1^ trace, ixdth patient industry, the page 

Of income and expense : and oh! beware 

Thy breast, self-fiattering ; place no courtly smile. 

No golden promise of your faithless Muse, 

Nor latent mine which Fortune's hand may show. 

Amid thy solid store .* the Siren's song 

Wrecks not the listening sailor half so sure. 

See by what avenues, what devious paths. 

The foot of Want, detested, steals along ; 

And bars each fatal pass ! Some few short hours 

Of punctual care, the refuse of thy year. 

On frug^ schemes employed, shall g^ve the Muse 

To sing intrepid many a cheerful day. 

But if too soon before the tepid g^es 
Thy resolution melt, and ardent vows, 
In wary hours prefer'd, or die forgot. 
Or seem the forc'd effect of hazy skies ; 
Then, ere surprise, by whose impetuous rage 
The massy fort, with which thy gentler breast 
I not compare, is won» the song proceeds. 
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Know too by Nature's undiminkhed kw, 
Throughoat her real^ obey'd, the various parts 
Of deep ereatioii, atoms, systems, all» 
Attract and are attracted : nor prevails tbe law. 
Alone in matter : soul alike wi^ soul 
Aspires to join : nor yet in souls alone. 
In each idea it imbibes is found 
The kind propensity ; and when they meet 
And grow familiar, various though their tribe, 
Their tempers various, vow perpetual faith ; 
That should the world's disjointed frame once m«re 
To chaos yield the sway, amid the wreck 
Their union should survive ; with Roman warmth. 
By sacred hospitable laws endear'd, 
Should each idea recollect its friend. 

Here then we fix ; on this perennial base 
Erect thy safety, and defy the storm. 
Let soft Profusion's fair idea join 
Her hand with Poverty ; nor here desist. 
Till o'er the gproup that forms their various train 
Thou mng loud hymeneals. Let the pride 
Of outward show in lasting leagues combine 
With shame thread-bare : the gay vermilion &ce 
Of rash Intemperance be discreetly pair'd 
With sallow Hunger ; the licentious joy 
With mean dependence ; ev'n the dear delight 
Of sculpture, paint, intaglios, books, and coins. 
Thy breast, sagfacious Prudence ! shall connect 
With filth and beggary, nor disdain to link 
With black Insolvency. Thy soul, alarm'd. 
Shall shun the siren's voice, nor boldly dare 
To bid the soft enchantress share thy breast. 
With such a train of horrid fiends conjoin'd. 
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Nor think, ye sordid race ! ye groyelling minds 
I frame the song for you ; for you the Muse 
Could other rules impart The iiiendly strain, 
' For gentler bosoms plan'd, to yours would prove 
The juice of lurid aconite, exceed 
Whatever Colchos bore, and in your breast 
Compassion, love, and friendship, all destroy. 

It g^aUy shall avail, if e'er thy stores 
Increase apace by periodic days 
Of annual payment, or thy patron's boon. 
The lean reward of gross unbounded praise ! 
It much avails to seize the present hour. 
And, undeliberating, call around 
Thy hungry creditors ; their horrid rage 
When once appeas'd, the small remaining store 
Shall rise in weight tenfold, in lustre rise. 
As gold improvM by many a fierce assay. 
'Tis thus the frugal husbandman directs 
His narrow stream, if o'er its wonted banks. 
By sudden rains impell'd, it proudly swell ; 
His timely hand through better tracks conveys 
The quick-decreasing tide, ere borne along 
Or through the wild morass, or cultur'd field, 
,Or bladed grass mature, or barren sands. 
It flow destructive, or it flow in vain ! 
But happiest he who sanctifies expense 
By present pay ; who subjects not his fame 
To tradesmen's varlets, nor bequeaths his name. 
His honoured name, to deck the vulgar page 
Of base mechanic, sordid, ununcere ! 
There haply, while thy Muse sublimely soars 
Beyond this earthly sphere, in heaven's abodes. 
And dreams of nectar and ambrosial sweets^ 
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Thy growing debt steals unregarded o'er 
The punctual record, till n'or Phoebus' self, 
.^or sage MnerT&'s art, can aught avail 
To sooth the ruthless dun's detested rage t 
Frantic and fell, with many a curse profiui^ 
He loads the gentile Muse, then hurls thee down 
To want, remorse, captivity and shame. 

Each public place, the glittering haunts of men. 
With horror fly. Why loiter near thy bane .'— 
Why fondly linger on a hostile shore 
Disarm'd, defenceless ? why require to tread 
The precipice ? or why, alas ! to breathe 
A moment's space where every breeze is death P 
Death to thy future peace ! Away, collect 
Thy disapated mind : contract thy train 
Of wild ideas, o'er the flowery fields 
Of show diffus'd, and speed to safer climes. , 
Economy presents her glass, accept 
The faithtttl miiror, powerftil to disclose 
A thousand forms unseen by careless ejreSy 
That plot thy fate. Temptation in a robe 
Of Tyxian dye, with every sweet perfum'd, 
Besets thy sense ; Extortion follows close 
Her wanton step, and Ruin brings the rear. 
These and the rest shall her mysterioUs glasa 
Bmbocty to thy view ; like Venus hind. 
When to her labouring son the 'vengeful poVra 
That urg'd the Mk of ilium she display'd: 
He, not imprudent, at the sight dedin'd 
The' unequal convict, and decreed to raise 
The Trojan welftire on some happier shore. 
For here to dnun thy swelling purse await 
A thousand arts, atbow^and frauds attend: [boxes, 
*Tlle dood-wreught canes^ the gorgvous fnuff- 

¥3 
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The twinkling jewels, and the g^ld etwee. 
With all its bright inhabitants, shall waste 
Its melting stores, and in the dreary void 
Leave not a doit behind !' Ere yet exhaust. 
Its flimsy folds offend thy pensive eye. 
Away ! embosom'd deep in distant shades. 
Nor seen nor seeing, thou may^st vent thy scorn 
Of lace, embroidery, purple, gems, and g^old ! 
There of the fkrded fop and essenc'd beau. 
Ferocious, with a stoic's frown disclose 
Thy manly scorn, averse to tinsel pomp. 
And fluent Ihine harangue. But can thyaoul 
Deny thy limbs the radiant grace of dress. 
Where dress is 'merit! where thy graver fnend 
Shall wish thee bumish'd ! where the sprightly Fair 
Demand embellishment ! ev'n Delia's eye. 
As in a garden, roves ; of hues alone 
Inquirent, curious ? Fly the curs*d domain; 
These are the realms of luxury and show. 
No classic soM : away ! the bloomy spring 
Attracts thee hence ; the waning autumn warns ; 
Fly to thy native shades, and dread, ev'n there. 
Lest busy fancy tempt thy narrow state 
Beyond its bounds. Observe Florelio's mien : 
Why treads my friend with melancholy step 
That beauteous lawn P why, pensive, strays his eye 
O'er statues, grottos, urns, by critic art 
Proportioned fair ? or irom his lofty dome. 
Bright glittering through the grove, returns his eye 
Unpleas'd, disconsolate ? And is it love. 
Disastrous love, that robs the finished scenes 
Of all their beauty ? centering all in h^ 
His soul adores ? or from a blacker cause • 
Springs this remorseful gloom ? Is.conscious guih 
The latent source of more than love's despair f 
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It cannot be witlim that polish'd breast 
IVhere science dwellsi that g^ilt should harbour 
No ; 'tis the sad survey of present want [there. 
And past profusion ! lost to him the sweets 
Of yon pavilion, fraught with every charm 
For other eyes ; or if remaining, proofs 
Of criminal expense ! Sweet interchange 
Of river, valley, mountain, woods, and plains ! 
How gladsome once he rang'd your native tun^ 
Your simple scenes, how raptur'd ! ere Ebcpense 
Had lavished thousand ornaments, and taught 
Convenience to perplex him. Art to pall. 
Pomp to deject, and Beauty to displease 1 

Oh ! for a soul to all the glare of wealth. 
To Fortune's wide exhaustless treasury, 
Nobly superior ! but let Caution guide 
The coy disposal of the wealth we scorn. 
And Prudence be our almoner* Alas ! 
The pilgrim wandering o'er some distant clime. 
Sworn foe of avarice ! not disdains to learn 
Its coin's imputed worth, the destin'd means 
To smooth his passage to the favour'd shrine. 
Ah ! let not us, who tread this stranger-world, . 
Let none who sojourn on the realms of life. 
Forget the land is merc'nary, nor waste 
His fare, ere landed on no venal shore. 

Let never bard consult Palladio's rules ; 
Let never bard, O Burlington ; survey 
Thy learned art, in Chiswick's dome display'd ; 
Dangerous incentive ; nor with lingering eye 
Survey the window Venice calls her own* 
Better for him with no ingrateful muse 
To nng a requiem to that gentle soul 
Who plaa'd the skylight, which to lavish bards 



Conveys alone the pme ethereal rajK ; 
For ganrets hiin» and s^oalid waU8» await. 
Unleaa, presagefuUfrom this fidendly atram 
He glean advice, and shun the scribbler's doom. 
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Tkt onee ag«in, and to thy doubtfVd fkte 

The tfembling'MuBeconsigna thee. Sre Contempt^ 

Or Want'a empmaon'd arrow, ridicid«> 

Transfix thy weak unguacrded breast, behoid ; 

The poet's roofs^ the careleas-^poaf s^ his 

Who scorns adviee, shall close my serions lay. 

When Gulliver, now great, now little deem'd. 
The playthingof oomparison, arrived 
Where learned bosoms their aerial schemes 
Projected, studious of the' public weal, 
Bfid these one subtler artist he deseribed. 
Who cherlrii'd in his dusty tenement 
The spider^s web, injurioufl» to supplant 
Fair Albion's fleleces ! Never, never may 
Our monarch on such fatal purpose smile. 
And irritate Mnerva's beggared sons, 
The Melsham weavers! Here in every nook 
Their wefb they spun, hepe revell'd anoDntndi'<^ 
And, like tile flags from MHestminstcn^ high roof 
Dependent, here their -fluttering testovea wav*d. 
Suchj so adbm'd, the eeU Fmeaii to sing; 
Cell ever sqnaUd'!' where the sneet^ilmaid 
Will not fatigue her hand, * broom' never oome% 
That comes to idl,' o'^ whose- quiescent walla 
Arachne's unmolested care has- drawn 
Curtainssubfhik^ and save Hm^ expense of »t. 
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Survey those walls, in fady texture clad, 
Where wandering snails in many at slimy path» 
Free, unrestrained, their various joumies crawl ; 
Peregrinations strange, and labyrinths 
Confus'd, inextl'icable ! such the clue 
Of Cretan Ariadne ne'er explained 1 
Hooks \ angles ! crooks ! and involu6ons wild ! 
Meantime, thus silvered with meanders gay. 
In mimic pride the snail-wrought tissue shines. 
Perchance of tabby, or of harrateen. 
Not in expressive ; such the power of snails! 

Behold his chair, whose fractured seat infirm • 
An aged cushion hides ! replete with dust 
The foliag^d velvet, pleasing to the eye 
Of g^eat Eliza's reign, but now the snare 
Of weary guest that on the specious bed 
Sits down confiding. Ah ! disasterous wig^t ! 
In evil hour and rashly dost thou trust 
The fraudful couch ! for though in velvet cas'd. 
The fated thigh shall kiss the dusty -floor. 
The traveller thus, that o'er Hibernian plains 
Hath shap'd his way, on beds profuse of flowers, 
Cowslip or primrose, or the circular eye 
Of daisy fiur, decrees to bask supine. 
And see ! delighted, down he drops, secure 
Of sweet refreshment, ease without annoy. 
Or luscious noon^day nap. Ah ! much deceived. 
Much suffering pilgrim ! thau nor noon-day nap 
Nor sweet repose shalt find ; the false morass ^ 
In quivering undulations yields beneath 
Thy burden, in the miry gulf enclosed ! 
And who would trust appearance ^ cast thine eye 
Where mid machines of heterogeneous form 
His coat depends ; alas his only coat, 
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Eldest of tbings ! and napless as a heath 
Of small extent by fleecy myriads graz'd. 
Not di&Bent hmre I seen in dreary vault 
Displayed a coffin ; on each sable side 
The texture unmolested seems en^re : 
Fraudful, when toueh'd it glides to dust away. 
And leaves the wondering swain to gape, to starey 
And with expressive shrug and piteous sigh 
Declare the fatal force of rolling years, 
Or dire extent of frail mortality. 
This aged vesture, scorn of gazing beaus 
And formal cits, (themselves too haply seom'd) 
Both on its sleeve and on its skirt retains 
FuQ many » pin wide-spavkling ; for if e'er 
Their well-known crest met his delighted eye. 
Though wtmpt in thought^ 'comraereiiig with the 
He, gently stooping, scomM not to opraise, [sky/ 
And on each sleeve, aa conscious of their use. 
Indenting fix them ; nor, when arm'd with these. 
The cure of rents and separaitions dire. 
And chaams enormous, did he view dismayed. 
Hedge, hramUe, tiiicket, bush, portending ftte 
To breeches, coat, and hose ! had any wight 
Of vulgar skill the tender texture own'd ; 
But gave his mind to form a sonnet quaint 
Of Silvia's shoe-string, or of Chloe's fan. 
Or sweetly-fashion'd tip of Celiacs ear. 
Alas ! by frequent use decays the force 
Of mortal art ! the refractory robe 
Eludes the tailor's art, eludes his own ; 
How potent once, in union quaint conj<nn'd! 
See near his bed (his bed, too falsely oatt'd 
The place of rest, while it a bard sostauis^ 
Pale, meagre, muse-rid wight ! who reads in vain 
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Narcotic, volumes o'er) his candlestick^ 

Bfllkint machine ! when from the plastic hand 

Ot^ulciber, the mayor of Bin&inghui^ 

ThVeng^ne issued ; mpw^ala^! disg^'d 

By many an unctuous tide, that wandering dewn 

Its sides cong'eal ; what he, perhaps, esteys. 

With humour forc'd, and ill^ssembled soule. 

Idly to liken to the poplar's trunk 

When o'er its bark the lucid unber, wound 

In many a pleasing fold, incrusto the tree ; 

Or suits him more the winter's oandied tho^^ 

When from each branch, anneal'd, the works«f frost 

Pervafflve, radiant isides depend ? 

How shall I sing the various iU that waits 
The careful sonnetteer ? or who oan paint 
The shifts enormous that in vaia he forms 
To patch his paneless window $ to o^nest 
His batter'd tea-pot, ill-retenttve vase ! 
To war with ruin ? anxious to conceal 
Wanti fell appearance, of the real ill. 
Nor foe, nor fearful. Ruiti unforeseen 
Invades bis chattels ; Ruin will invade. 
Win claim his wikole invention to repain, 
Nor of the gift, for tuneful ends dengn'd. 
Allow one part to decorate his song; 
While Itidicule, with ever-pointing hand. 
Conscious p£ every shift, of every shift 
Indicative, his inmost plot betrays; 
Points to the nook, which he his Study calls, 
Pompous and vain ! for thus he might esteem 
His chest a wardrobe ; purse, a treasury ; 
And shows, to crown her full display, himself; 
One whom the powers i^ove, in pkoe of health 
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And wonted vigour, of paternal cot. 
Or little farm ; of bag, or scrip, or staff, jm^ 

Cup, dish, spoon, plate, or workllyutensil, ^f 
A poet fram'd ; yet fram'd not to repine, % 

And wish the cobler's loftiest site his own ; 
Nor, partial as they seem, upbraid the Fates, 
Who to the humbler mecbAnism join'd 
Goods so superior, such exalted bliss ! 

See with what seenung ease, what labour'd peace, 
He, hapless hypocrite f refines his nail. 
His chief amusement ! then how feigned, howforc'd. 
That care-defying sonnet which implies 
His debts discharg'd, and he of ha^ a crown 
In full possession, uncontested right 
And property. Yet, ah ! whoe'er this wight 
Admiring view, if such there be, distrust 
The vain pretence ; the smiles that harbour ffxeS, 
As lurks the serpent deep in floiwers enwreath'd. 
Forewam'd, be frugal ; or with prudent n^ 
Thy pen demolish; choose the trustier flail, * 
And bless those labours which the choice inspir'd. 
But if thou view'st a vulgar mind, a wight 
Of common sense, who seeks no brighter namip» 
Him envy, him admire ; him fimn thy breast^ 
Prescient of future <Ugnitie8, sahite 
Sheriff, or mayor, in comfbi^able furs 
Enwrapt, secure ; nor yet the laureat's orowu 
In thought exclude him ! he percbaace shaU rise 
To nobler heights than foresight can decme. - 

When fir'd with wrath for hisintrigueft dsqpUiy'd 
In many an idle song, Satumian Jove 
YowM sure destruction to the tuneful nc^ 
Appeas'd by suppliant Phcebus : ^Mtada, <4«w^ 
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Henceforth of plenty, wealth, and pomp, debar'd, 
Bat fed by frugal cares, might wear the bay 
Secure of thunder.' — JLow the Delian bowM s 
Nor at the invidious favour dar'd repine. 



THE RUINED ABBEY; 

OB, 

THE EFFECTS OF SUPER STITIOJ^. 

At length fair Peace, with olive crown'd, regains 
Her lawful throne, and to the sacred haunts 
Of wood or fount the fnghted Muse returns. 

Happy the bard, who, from his native hills. 
Soft musing on a summer's eve, surveys 
His azure stream, with pensile woods enclosed. 
Or o'er the glassy surface with his friend, 
O^ faithful fair, through bordering willows green 
Wafts his small frigate. Fearless he of shouts 
Or taunts, the rhetoric of the watery crew. 
That ape confusion from the realms they rule : 
Fearless of these ; who shares the gentler voice 
Of peace and music ; birds of sweetest song 
Attune from native boughs their various lay. 
And cheer the forest; birds of brighter plume 
With busy pinion skim the glittering wave. 
And tempt the sun, ambitious to display 
Their several merit; while the vocal flute 
Or number'd verse, by female voice endear'd» 
Crowns his delight, and mollifies the scene. 

if Solitude his wandering steps invite 
To some more deep recess, (for hours there are 
When gay, when sodaH minds, to Friendship's voil^ 
Or bekuty's charm her wild abodes pvef«r) 

Vol. XXIV. Z 
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How pleas'd he treads her yenerable shades^ 
Her solemn courts ! the centre of the grove I 
The root-built cave, by far-extended rocks 
Around embosom'd, how it soothes the soul ! 
If scoop'd at first by superstitious hands 
The rugged cell recexv'd alone the shoals 
Of bigot minds. Religion dwells not here, 
Yet Virtue pleas'd, at intervals, retires ; 
Yet here may Wisdom, as she walks the maze^ 
Some serious truths collect, the rules of life. 
And serious truths of mightier weight than gold ! 

I ask not wealth ; but let me hoard with care. 
With frugal cunning, with a niggard's art, 
A few fix'd principles, in early life. 
Ere indolence impede the search, explor'd ;. 
Then like old Latimer, when age impairs 
My judgment's eye, when quibbling schools Attack 
My grounded hope, or subtler wits deride^ 
Will I not blush to shun the vain-debate^ 
And this mine answer : • Thus, *twas thus I thought. 
My mind yet vigt)rous, and my soul entire ; 
Thus will I think, averse to listen more- 
To intricate discussion, prone to stray. 
Perhaps my reason may but ill defend 
My settled f^th ; my mind, with age impidr'd. 
Too sure its own infirmities declare. 
But I am arm'd by caution, studious youth. 
And early foresight : now the winds may rise^ 
The tempest whistle, and the billows roar $ 
My pinnace rides in port, despoil'd and wom^ 
Shatter'd by time and storms, but while it ^uns 
The'unequal conflict, and declines the deep^ 
Sees the strong vessel fluctuate, less secure.' 

Thus while he strays, a thousand rural scenes 
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Suggest instaniction, and instructing please : 
And see betwixt the grove's extended arms 
An Abbey's nide remains attract thy view. 
Gilt by the mid-day sun : with lingering step 
Produce thine axe, (for, aiming to destroy 
Tree, branch, or shade, for never shall thy breast 
Too long deliberate) with timorous hand 
Remove the' obstructive bough ; nor yet refuse. 
Though sighing, to destroy that favourite pine, 
Rais'd by thine hand, in its luxuriant prime 
Of beauty fair, that screens the vast remains. 
Aggriev'd, but constant as the Roman sire, 
The rigid Manlius, when his conquering son 
Bled by a parent's voice, the cruel meed 
Of virtuous ardour timelessly display'd ; 
Nor cease, till through the gloomy road, the pile 
Gleam'd unobstructed : thither oft thine eye 
Shall sweetly wander ; thence returning, soothe 
With pensive scenes thy philosophic mind. 

These were thy haunts, thy opulent abodes, 
O Superstition ! hence the dire disease 
(Balanc'd with which the fam'd Athenian pest 
Were a short head-ach, were the trivial pain 
Of transient indigestion) seiz'd mankind. 

Long time she ri^d ; and scarce, a southern gale 
Warm'd our chill air, unloaded with the threats 
Of tyrant Rome ; but futile all, till slie, 
Rome's abler legate, magnified their pow'r. 
And in a thousand horrid forms attir'd. 

Where then was truth to sanctify the page 
Of British annals ? if a foe expir'd^ 
The perjur'd monk subom'd infernal shrieks 
And fiends to snatch at the departing soul 
With hellish emulation : if a friend. 
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High o'er his roof exultant angels tune 
Their golden lyres» and waft him to the skiea. 

What then were tows, were oaths, were plighted 
faith? 
The sovereign's just, the subject's loyal pact» 
To cherish mutual g^ood, annul'd and vain» 
By Roman magic, grew an idle scroll 
£re the frail sanction of the was was cold. 

With thee, Plantagenet I* from civil broils 
The land awhile respir'd, and all was peace. 
Then Becket rose, and, impotent of mind. 
From regal courts with lawless fury march'd 
The church's blood-stain'd convicts, and forgave ; 
Bid murderous priests the sovereign frown €k>nteiiiii^ 
And with unhallow'd croner bniis'd the crown. 

Tet yielded not, supinely tame, a prince 
Of Henry's virtues ; leam'd, courageous^ wise. 
Of fair ambition. Long his regal soul, 
Flrpi and erect, the peevish piiest exil'd. 
And brav'd the fury of revengftil Rome. 
In vain ! let one faint malady diffuse 
The pensive gloom which Superstiti<Hi loves, 
And see him, dwindled to a recreant groom. 
Rein the proud psdfrey while the priest ascends ! 

Was Coeur de Lionf bless'd with whiter days ? 
Here the cowl'd zealots with united cries 
Urg'd the crusade ; and see ! of half his stores 
Despoil'd the wretch, whose wiser bosom chose 
To bless his friends, bis race, his native land. 

Of ten fair suns that roll'd their annual race. 

Not one beheld him on his vacant throne ; 

While haughty Longchamp,^: mid his liveried files 

•Henry II. fRidMidl. 

X Biihop of Ely, and Lord Cluui^ellor- 
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Of wanton va^jals, spoil'd his faithful realm, 
Battling in foreign fields ; collecting wide 
A laurel harvest for a pillag'd land. 

Oh ! dear bought trophies ! when a prince deserts 
His drooping realm to pluck the barren sprays ! . 

When faithless John usurp*d the sullied crown. 
What ample tyranny ! the groaning land 
Deem'd earth, deem'd Heaven, its foe ! Six tedious 
Our helpless fathers in despair obey'd [years 

The papal interdict; and who obey'd 
The Sovereign plunder'd. O inglorious days! 
When the French tyrant, by the futile grant 
Of papal rescript, claimed Britannia's throne, 
AHd durst invade : be such inglorious days 
Or hence forgot, or not recall'd in vain ! 

Scarce had the tortur'd ear, dejected; heard 
Rome's loud anathema ; but heartless, dead 
To every purpose, men nor wish'd to live 
Nor dar*d to die. The poor laborious hind 
Heard the dire curse, and from bis trembling hand 
Fell the neglected crook that rul'd the plain ; 
Thence journeying home, in every cloud he sees 
A vengeful angel, in whose waving scroll 
He reads damnation ; sees its sabler train 
Of grim attendants, pencilM by Despair! 

The weary pilgrim from remoter climes 
By painful steps arriv'd, his home, his friends, 
His offspring left, to lavish on the shrine 
Of some far honoured saint his'costly stores. 
Inverts his footstep, sickens at the sight ' 

Of the barr'd fane, and silent sheds his tear. 

The wretch, whose hope by stem Oppression 
From every earthly bliss, still as it saw [chas'd 
Triumphant wrong, took wing and flew to Heav'n, 

Z 2 
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And f^ed tbefe*; nxy» moiirn'd fais-rdttg^ liwt 

And wonted p«&ce* - The sacred fkne vn» baxrMy 

And the lone altaf^ whet^ ttie moumen throiig'4 

To 9upplie&te remission, smojc^i ao ittore; 

While the g^en-weed, lasunant, xmovdupiroBe. 

Some from their deat^bedy whose delinooft fiuEtfa* 

Through every stage of Kfe to Rome's decrees 

Obseqaious, humbly bop'd to die in peftce. 

Now saw the giiastly king approaeh, begiit 

In tenfold terrorsl tiow expiring heard 

The last loud clarion Mund, and Hetkven^s decree 

With unremitting vegeance bar the skies. 

Nor light the grief, bySupctstition weighM, 

That their dishonour'd corse» {^at&om Hie vetge 

Of hallow'd eartib, or tutelary fime. 

Must slee^i w$th brutes, their vassals^ on the fiekl» 

Unneath some path, in marie unexoms'd ! 

No solemn bfeU e^rtort a nei^riiour'S tear ! 

No tongue of priest pronounce their soul secure^ 

Nor fondest friend assiH« their peace obtainM ! 

The priest, alas ! so boundless was the ill ! 
He, like the flock he' pillaged, pinM finrlom; 
The vivid vermeil fled bis fedy cheek,. 
And his t>ig paunch, distended with the spoils 
Of half his flock, ematiate, groim'd benestii 
Superior pride, and mightier lurt of pow'r ! 
'Twas now Rome's fondest iiiend^ whose meagre 
Told to the midnight lamp his holy beads [haod 
With nice precision, lelt the deeper wound • 
As his gullM sold rever'd the concheve more. 

Whom did the ruin spare ? lor wecltfa« lor pQ«r*r, 
Birth, honour, virtue, enemy^ and IHend» 
Sunk helpless, in the dreary gotf kivoir'^ 
And one capriiaoas curse envelopM all ! 



Vf^Dt kiogB'WCure ? in toweling stataoQs born^ 
In fiattefy nimV]^ iniur'd to acorn mankind. 
Or view diminiflh'd from their site sublime ; 
As when ashepberdy from the lo£ty brow 
Of some proud cliif surveys bis lessening flo^ 
In soowj groups diffusive scud the vale. 

4wbile the furious menace John retum'd. 
And breathed defiance loud. Alas! too soon 
Allegianee, sickening, saw its Sovereign yield. 
An angry prey, to scruples not his own. 
The loyal soldier, girt around with strength, > 
Who stole from mirth and wine his blooming years. 
And seiz'd the falchion, resolute to guard 
His sovereign's right, impalsied at the news, 
Finds the firm bias of his soul revers'd 
iVyr'foul desertion, drops the lifted steel. 
And quits Fame's noble harvest, to expire 
(The death of monks) of surfeit and of sloth! 

At length, &tigu'd with wrongs, the servile king 
Drain'd from bis land its small remaining stores. 
To buy remission. But could these obtain i 
No : resolute in wrongs the priest obdur'd. 
Till crawling base to Rome's deputed slave 
Hb fiune, his people, and his crown he gave. 
Mean monarch I stighted, brav'd, abhor'd befbr«. 

And now, appeas'd by delegated sway. 
The wily pontiff scorns not to recal 
His interdictions. Now the sacred doors 
Admit repentant muhitttdes, prepar'd 
To buy deceit ; admit obaequious tribes 
(^ satraps \ princes ! crawling to the shrine 
Of sainted villany ! the pompous tomb 
Dazzling with gemaof gold, or in aelmd 
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Of incense wreathM, amidst a -drooping land 
That sighM for bread ! 'l^s thus thef Imfianeloye 
Displays its verdant leaf, its crimson Uower, 
And sheds its odours, ^ile the flucks areund. 
Hungry and faint, the barren sands explore 
In vain ; nor plant rior herb endears the soil, 
Drain'd and exhaust to swell its thirsty p(R«8, 
And furnish luxury-^-et, yet in vain* 
Britannia strove ;- ami whether artftil- Rome 
Caress'd or cursed her, Sujperstitson rag'd. 
And blinded, fettered, and despo^M the land. 

At length some murderous monk, With poisonous 
ExpeilM the Kfe hisbrethpen-^robb'd of peace, [art. 

Nor yet surceasM with John's <£sMtrotts Ikte 
Pontific fury ; English wealth exhaiM, " 
The sequent reign* hfeheld the beggnr'd shove - ■ 
Grim with Italian usurers,' prepared 
To lend> for griping unexampled 'hire, 
To lend — ^what Rome might pillage uncontrolPd. 

For now, with more extensive havoc fag^d 
Relentless Gregory, with a thousand arts. 
And each rapacious, bom to drain the world ? 
Nor shall the Muse repeat how oft he blew 
The croise's trumpet ; then for sums of g<Ai 
AnnulFd the vow, and bade the false alarm 
Swell the gross hoards of Henry or bis own: 
Nor shall she tell how pontiffs dasU reptel 
The best of charters; dar'd absolve the tie 
Of British kings, by legal oath restrainVlt 
Nor can she dwell on argosies of gold 
From Albion's realm to servile shores comrey'd, 

* Beaxy IB. who cmMHedlACM Chan«. 
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IVrung from beff aons, and ifxeeded by her Mngs ! 
Oh» irksome days! when wicked thitmes combine 
'With papal craft to guU their native land !. 

Such waaour fate while Bome'a director taught 
Of subjectiy bora to be their monarch's prey. 
To toil for raonk% for gluttony to toiI» 
For vacant gluttony; extortion, firaud, 
For avarice, envy, piride^ revenge, and ahame ! 
O doctrine breajthM from Stygian caves ! ezhal'd 
From inmost Erebus !— Such Henryfs reign ! 
Urging his loyii realm's reluctant band 
To wield the peaceful sword, by John erewhile 
Forc'd from itS' scabbard, and with bumish'd lance 
Essay the sf^age eure^ . domestic war I 

And now some noblerspirits chas'd the mist 
Of g^eaeral darkness. Grosted* now adom'd 
The mitred wreath be wore, with Reason's sword 
Staggering Delu^oo's frauds; at length beneath 
Rome's interdict expiring calm, resign'd 
No vulgar soul, that dar'd to Heaven appeal ! 
But, ah ! this fertile gl^be, this fair domain. 
Had well nigh ceded to the slothfiil hands 
Of monks libidinous, ere Edward's care 
The lavish hand of deathbed fear restraia'd. 
Yet was he clear of Si^erstitipn's taint ? 
He, too, raisdeemful of his wholesome law, 
Bv'n he, expiring, gave his treaaur'd gold 
To fatten monks on Salem's distant soil ! 

Yes ; the Third Edward's breast, to papal sway 
So little prone, and fierce in honour's cause. 
Could Superstition quell ! before the towers 

' BtriK^ of UkwolB, caUed Mallciu ftvmanoruin. 



Of haggard Paxis, at the thunder's roice 

He drops the swoid, and signs ignoble peace 1 

But still the night, by Komish arts diffua'd. 
Collects her clouds, and with slow pace recedes; 
When, by soft Bousdeau's braver queen.approv'cl 
Bold WicklifF roses and wbile the bigot power 
Amidst her native dariuiessskulk'd secure, 
The demon vanished as he apreadthe day. 
So from his bosom Cacus breath'd c^old 
The pitchy cloud, and in a nig^t of smoke 
Secure, awhile his recreant life sustained ; 
Till fam'd Alcides, o'er his subtlest wiles . 
Victorious, cheer'd the ra.vag'd nations round. 

Hadl, honour'd WickliiF! entei^rifung aage I 
An Epicurus in the cause of trutb I 
For 'tis not radiant suns, th^ joyial h|Mun 
Of youthful spring, an ether all. serene 
Nor all the verdure of Campama's vales, 
Can chase religious gloom ! 'Tis reason, thought^ 
The light, the radiance, that. pervades the soul» 
And sheds its beams on Heaven's o^stecioua way i 
As yet this light but glimmer'd, and agiun 
Error prevail'd; while kings, by force uprais'dy 
Let loose the rage of bigots on their foes» - 
And seek affection by the dreadful boon 
Of Ucens'd murder. Ev'n the kindest prince. 
The most extended breast, the royal Hal ! 
All unrelenting heard the Xiollard's cry 
Burst from the centre of remorseless flames; 
Their shrieks endur'd ! O stain to mai'tial praise i 
When Cobham, generous as the noble peer 
That wears his honours, paid the fatal price 
Of virtue blooming ere the storms were laid ! 
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*Twas tho^ alternate, truth^s precarious flame 
I)ec«y*d or floumh'd. With mali^aTit eye "* 
The pontiff saw Britannia's ig^okled^eece. 
Once all his own, invest her Worthier sons \ 
Her veidant rallies and her fertile plains. 
Yellow with grain, abjure his hatefol sway \ 
Essay'd his tttmost art, and inly own'd 
No labours bore prt>poi*tion to the prize. 
So when the tempter view'd, with envious eye, 
The first fair pattern of the female frame. 
All Nature's beauties in one form displayed 
And centering- there, in Wild amaze he Hood ; 
Then only envying Heaven's creative hand, 
Wish'd to his gloomy reign his envious arts 
Might win this prize, and doubled every snare« 

And vain were ret^son, courage, learning, all. 
Till power aecede t tiii Tudor's wild caprice 
Smile on their cause ; Tudor ! whose tyrant-reign 
With mental freedom crown'd, the best of kings 
Might envious view, and ill prefer their own ! 
Then Wolsey rose, by Nature form'd to seek 
Ambition's trophies, by address to win. 
By temper to enjoy-*-whose humbler birth 
Taught the gay scenes of pomp to dazzle more. 

Then from its towering height, with horrid sound 
Bush'dthe proud Abbey: then the vaulted roofs, 
Tom from their walls, disclosM tiie wanton scene 
Of monkish chastity ! Bach togry friar 
Crawl'd from his bedded strumpet, muttering low 
An ineffectual curse. Hie pervious nodks 
That, ages past, convey'd the guileful priest 
To play some image on the gaping crowd, 
Imbibe the novel day^light, and expose. 
Obvious, the fraudful enginery of Rome, 
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As though this opening earth to nether reakos 
Should flash meridian-day^ the hooded race 
Shudder, abashM to fi|\d their, cheats displayM ; 
And, conscious of their guilt, and plea^Pd to ware 
Its fearful noeed, re8ign'4 their fair donuun. 
Nor yet supine, nor void, of rage* retired 
The pest g^gan^, whose MroiigidEiilatnoke 
Ting*d the red annals of Maria's reign, 
IVhen from the tenderest breast each wayward priest 
Could banish m^ycy, and itnplant a fiend ! 
When Cruelty the ^neeal pyte apxear'd^ 
And bound Religion there, andiiiM^&ebwe! 
When the same blaze, which on each tortixr^d limb 
Fed with luxuriant rage, in every face 
Triumphant fiuth appear'd, and snniing hope. 
O bless'd Efiza ! from thy pierrang beam 
Forth flew this httted fisnd^ the diild of Rome ; 
Driven to the i^erge of AJMoa, fingered tbeze* 
Then with her James receding', east hehind 
One angry i^town, and sought more eeitila climes. . 
Hencelbrth, they plied the long»ooii^iM4 task 
Of righteous havoc, covermg distant fields 
With the wrought remnants of the shatl^d piie^ 
While through the land the n»ttii^ fnlKrim 
A tract of brighter green, and in the sndat 
Appears a mouldering -wa^ with ivy orownM* 
Or gothie turret, pride of ancievt days ! 
Now but of use to grace a rural scene. 
To bound our vista% and. to |^d the sons 
Of George's reig^, reserved for fairer times ! 
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Sed ne^ne ifcdorem iitv«e, dHtarima tene 
Nee pvldier GMge% M^M ano tatbidotliiuaiit 
LAudibttB ^a^iiigenimi certoM; nop JBMustm* nee ladij 
TQUf|tte tarriferis Panchaift pin|;iiis arenis. 

Yet let not Medean woods, (abundant tract !) '^ 
Nor Ganges* fair, nor RBemus,t miter-IUce, 
Pkoud ef ftbtnavded ipiM, pranne to fie 
WitlkBriiawVboflrt utd jfoimt i nor Peniaa Ba^tn,^ 
Nor Indja*s coaits^ nor all Panchaia's$ sands, 
Rich, and exultf ng in their lofty towers. 



Let the g^eea olive glad Hasperiim stuiKSf 
Her tawnf citron and her orange groves, 
These let Iberia boast ; - but if in Tttin . 
To win the str a iner plant* a diffuwv^ aottle 
The Briton labours, yet oat netive nnndBy 
Our constant bosoms^ these the daealod world 
May view with envy ; those Iberian dames 
Survey with fix'd esteem and Ibnd desire. 

Hapless Ehira.! thy disaBtrous fiite 
May well this truth explain, nor iH adorn 
The BriUsh lyre ; then cluefly, if the Moaey- 
Nor vain nor partial, from the simplo guise 

* Gffrve*— the greatest tiver, wMeh dMdet dw bdiea in tvo 
ptvcs. 

tOMiii*— an high nKmntaiii,dinding Thraee and Thessaly. 

t Baetra—ihe Baetrians, provincials of Persia. 

^ Panchakt^-^ eountry of ArabifFelix, frnitftil in firankineense 
and varfoas flfrieet; gemariaiMe also ibr Im many tawan and lofty 



Vol. XXIY. A a 



273 xoiux. mefei. 

Of ancient !Pecord c«tch Ihe pennve lay. 
And in less grovelling accents g^ve to fame. 
Elvira !. lovefiest maldl the' Iberian realm 
Could boast no purer breast, no sprightlier mind. 
No race more splendent, and no foftn so ikxr. 
Such was Uie chance of war, this peerless maid. 
In life's hixariant bloom, enrich'd the spoil 
Of British victors^ victory's noblest pride ! 
She, sh^alone, amid the ^wailful train 
Of captive maids, assign'd to Heme's care. 
Lord of her life, her fortune, and her fame ? 

He, generous yocrtlil with no penurious hand. 
The tedious moments that unjoyous roll 
Where Freedom's cheeiful raditoce shines no more 
Essay'd to soften $ conscious of the pang * 
That Beauty feels, to' waifte it^ fleeting' hours 
In some dim foi% by foreign rule restrain'd. 
Far from the haunts Of m^n'or eye of day! 

Sometimes, to cheat her bosom of its cares, 
Her kind protector nun^er'd o'er the toils 
Himself had worn; the frowns of angry seas. 
Or hostile rage, or MthMss friend, more fell 
Than storm or foe ; if haply she' might find 
Her cares diminish'd ; fruitless^ fond essay ! 
Now to her lovely hand, with modest awe. 
The tender lute he gave ; she, not averse. 
Nor destitute of skill, with wilhng hand 
Call'd forth angelic strains ; the sacred debt 
Of gratitude, she said, whose just commands 
Still might her hand with equal pride obey ! 

Nor to the melting sounds the nymph refus'd 
Her vocal art ; harmonious as the strain 
Of some imprison'd lark, who, daily cheer'd 
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Bf gtuodian car^a, repays them mth a song ; 
Nor droops, nqr deems sweet liberty resigpi'd. 

The soDg, not artless, had she fram'd to paint * 
])ias8trous passio)i.i how,.by t3rrant laws 
Of idiot custom sway'd, some soft-ey'd fair 
I^T'd only, one, nor dar'd that love reveal ! 
How the soft anguish banish'd from her cheek 
The damssir rose full-blown ; a fever came. 
And from her bosom forc'd the plaintive t4i^e ; 
1*hen, swift as light, he sought the love-lorn maid. 
But vainly sou^t her, torn hy<swifter &te 
1*0 join the tenants of the myrde shade, 
I^ove's mournful victims on tiie plains below. 

Sometimes, as Fancy spoke the pleaang task, 
She taught her artful needle to display 
The various pride of Spring; then swift upsprung 
Thickets of myrtle, eglantine^ and rose: 
There miglit you see, on genljk toils intent, 
A train of busy l.oves ; some pluck the flower. 
Some twine the garland, some with grave grimace 
Around a vacant warrior cast the wreath. 
'Twas paint, 'twas life ! and sure to piercing eyes 
The warrior's &ce depictur'd Henry's mien. 

Now had the generoua chief with joy perus'd 
The royal scroll, which to their native home. 
Their ancient rights, uninjur'd, unredeem'd, 
Restor'd the captives. Forth with rs^id haste 
To glad his fair Elvira's ear he sprung, 
^Ptt'd by the bliss he panted to convey ;. 
But iir*d in vain. Ah ! what was his amaze, 
^^ fond distress, when o'er her paUid face 
I^^jection reign'd, and from her lifeless hand 
Down dropt ^e myrtle's fair unfinish'd flower ! 
speechless she stood ; at length with accents fsint« 
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Tby monareb'a pnifte ; mad <m Elvin jvone 

Of tlMM forgetful, flonrrai aMIocstetoleel 

The fostenrng breese^ and IMure nhwige iicrlnml' 

And Dov Hie gntafiii edict wide ■l^nii'd 
The Britiih hoet Aitegnd tbe fwi]iayyau(th% 
Call'd to ikeat nethne teenei, wkh wiliii^ haete 
Their fleet Wkmuot^ impatieiit of the kme^ . 
That vtde eti^ bosom to iteJiative aoiL 
The patnat-fkaaioii ! ateong in -eveif cfimsy 
pow justly theirs wim^fiiid ira fbreiga aweeta 
To dissipate their lave% er .mateh their own. 

Not so Eiviras Ae^ ^a ste a iw >io«idi 
Waa doubly oaptire; |Mw«r nor cbavce conMloope 
The sabtle baaida; ahelor'dher'gODapaualoe: 
She, where her Hearjr dwelt* her Seiny .srail'd. 
Could term ber natrKe shave; Iter natiTo ahpre 
By him deaerted» sotfie.uiifiaeiidly atraad* 
Strah9e» bleaks forlom! a desert wwteand wttd. 

The fleet careen'd, the wiai pr^ffttioiiafiU'd 
The swelling sails» the i^tteciog Izanaporta wair'd 
Their peimai^ts gay, a«d hakyon'a aiuire wjmgv . 
With fli^t auspicious^ skim'd the placid vuin. 

On her lone couch tft tears &lT4ra lay. 
And chid the' ofioioua winilL the-temptmg se% 
And wish'd a storm aa merciless aa tore 
Her labouring bosom. Fondly now she strode 
To banish passion; now the vassal days. 
The captive moments^ that so smoothly p«ss'd» 
By maay an art recail'd; now ftom her lute 
With trembling flngera call'd the fayouBle aoiiiada 
Which Henry deign'd to praise-: and now essay VL 
With.numic chaina of silken fillets wove^ 
To paii^t her captive state ; if any fraud 
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And with the deu* id6» i^ast the SDtil; 

But now th«c^ef i^tum'd/psepaPd to boncb 
On Ocettn's wiffi&p bM«st, imd bid Adieu 
To his Mr ptibaaenf* She, socm » ihe hdard 
The hated ermnd^ iMweno more o<Hiceal*d 
The mgii^ ftame, but i^th a spreading' blush 
And rising n^ the lateilt pang diados'd. 

* Yes, genetb«B» y«u^ ! 4 see thy bosoBor^w 
With virtuous tmnspotrl^ l^ot- the task is thine 
To solv« my ehaiiMt andrtoimy wecsping' friends. 
And erety )anging*rdlBfiire> reatcwe 

A soft-eyed mskk, a mtid^aireneeless prey. 
But know, my«oldSer! mrvrcryouthlul mind. 
Torn from the hwrish'joys of wild expense 
By him he IciatliM^ and in a dungeon bocmd 
To langmsh out his^o<mi» couMmatcb the pains 
This iU-8t»r*d lre€d<»n gives my tmtai^d mind. 
< What eaJO* I freed^ft ? is it that^these limbs. 
From rtgid bAlts seeiffe, may wander far 
From htm 1 le^ ? Ahsf ere I may boast 
That aacred blesung, some superior power 
To mortid Idn^, to sublunary thronea, 
Must loose my paj£»on, must unehain my soul .* 
Ev'n that Itoath ; «ll fiberty I loath ! 
But most the joyless priv41eg<e to gaze 
With cold indiflfercnce whe^e^^e»ert is love. 

* True, I was bom an alien to those eyes 
I ask alone to please ; my ibrtune^s erime ! 
And, ah\ tins flatter'd fbrm,!^ dresaiendear'd 
To Spaid^ eyes, by dress' may thin!& eflfipnd ; 
WiSlst I, iU-fated nnad! oMadn'd to sttive 
With custom's load- beneath its -weght ^eif^re. 

' Yet Henry's besuties kftcTw iii fordga g*urt> - 
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To vftOqifial^tAe $ bis fbtn, bowv^er di^gwit*^ 
To me were fiitel t nd ISwtaBtio rabe 
That e'er Caprice inveirted, Cutton «rore» 
Or FoUy smil'd on, eould ecKpae thy e liHiiM * - 
< Periiapsby ba*h>deoi«ed» by Fortttne |dfteM 
Thy couiit»y'« fbe, «lTini*8 wafme«tjjiiea 
Seems but the sabt^ aocent ^mtd inspores ; 
My tenderest-g^laiioesbiift the tpeotous flow«ns 
That shadethe viper while she ptofaiher wouad.. 
And can the tBembMngeandidateof love • 

Awake thy fear»? aad ean a femak hveaal^ 
By ties'Of gratefid. duty bomid, eiumare ? 
Is there no brii^ter mien, no aofto anile 
For Lo^eto wear^ to datk^Deccnt .wnknown ?.- . . 
Heaven search my aonli andif tlvoufh^dlits Cefia- ->' 
Lurk the penttelow drop of poiaobotW'gr^l^ 
Full on my ieaodeaa'head its pihiftFd-vRta^ • 
May Fate eahaiiat» sudf^r my h^plett Iknit . . 
Exalt the v«ig«ance I prepare Ibr tbee.^! 

> Ah me } nor Henty's nor hie countiy^ focv 
On thee I gas'd^ aad BeaaonraaoB cliapett'4 
Dim Error's gloom, and tar tby^wom^d isle 
Assigned its totid metft^ ttnmtsaia'di - * 
Ob ! lovely region to the eandid eye ! - 
'Twas there my faney saw the Virtues dimU» 
The Loves, the Graces play ; and bless'^ the aoii 
That nurtured thee ! far sore the Y iftues ftnaf d * 
Thy generous breast^ the Lotves^ the- Qracei^ plaBB*d 
Thy shajiely limbs. RalatHUh hirth, essi^d ' 
Their partbl power in vain^ again I gaa'd» . 
And Albion's isle appear*!^ amidst, a.tivet 
Of savage wastes, the dailbig^ of the skies I 
And thou by Nature larm'd^l»y Date asHgai^ 
To paint the geonis of thy native aimipt; 
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< 'Tit true, >iriUiflcTO>effi, witiiioMijr ft^aiM^ngecene 
Of bumish'd pluitSf to kffe^ femtJi^ «ye» 
Iberia glows ; htA, th * the g^ual sun 
That gUdii 4he lemon's frait,- or scents the flower, 
On 8f»aii&^'mkiclB,.a nfttien's nobier boail4 
Beams forth uagentler inflQcnGes. Thefe- 
Sits Jeakmsy etttlironfd» and at each nsf 
Exultant IS^tsliis slow consoimng flres. 
Not 8«ch-tfay charming region : Jong before 
My sweet experience taug^ me te^fisctde 
Of Engli^ worth, the sound liad pleas'd mine ev« 
Is there that savage oi)«Bt^tbat.vade sojourn, 
Stranger to BtiAMi worth. P tbe worth which forms 
The kindMt ftiends •; tbe most tremendous foes ; 
lirst, beist supports, of liberty and lovei . 
No, let idbjected India, while she throws 
O'er Spanisb diseds the teii, yow poaise resound. 
Long as I helffd^'or ere in story read 
Of EngBsh ihme, n^ bias'd partial breast 
WishM them success 7 and 'haf^Aest she, I cried. 
Of women happiest she, who shasea the love. 
The fame$ the viKMes^iof an Sngiish lord l* 
And now, whatshsi^ laay? Blest be the hoor 
Your foir-boilt vessefe toueh^ the' Iberian aborea: 
Blest, did Tsayi- tbe time i if I may bless 
The iov^ event, let Henry's smiles, declare*, 
Our hearts and cities won ; will Henry's ytmth 
Fovego its nobler eonqnest? will he slight 
The soft- endearments of the lovelier spoil i 
And yet Iberia's son% with eiveiy vow 
Of lastingf^fioth, have sworn these hnmMe diarms 
Were not ezeeU'd i ihe sonree of aft their pains. 
And love her jot desert, who sues for love. 
But sues to tiMc^ while mrtives Ufjk in vain. 
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Dissent from hi&Xit spre^ » hateful «taiii 

On honest fame, amid his train to beiir • . 

A female friend. « Then lea9<p, jny gjeotle youth ! 

Not L«ve lunx^el^ with all the pointed. p4|ina 

That store his. quiyer, shall 9edu(9e my soul 

From honoiir's l^ws. . Elvira once 4£nied 

A consort's nanie^^mof^ ^wift thap iightmog flies 

When element's discordant vex- the sky. 

Shall, blushing £rp9» th^ form sh^ lovea reticle. 

< Yet if the.apecioua .wish.th^ vulgar voice 
Has titled FrudeQCi^^;»)rays a aoul like thine* 
In gems or gokl whjM;.pro^d Ih«fian .dan^o - 
C«clipsesme? Nor paint th^djiea^.a^iTms [^eep. 
Or hair-breadth 's^i^s, that ii^u^t. the. boundloiP 
A.nd force from tender e;^.the»8ile«t tear^ 
When Memory to 4h# p^nsive<mai4 s^ggeata 
In full contrast, the safe domei^c acene 
For these resigned. Beyoi»d the frantic rage 
Of conquering heroes hrave» the female n^w^ 
When steel'd by love^ ^n Jove's most honid. vmy 
Beholds not danger, or heholdii^, aeorosp ; 
Heaven take my life, but let it cco^a mylove j' • 

She.ceaa'd, and ere 1ms words her fate decreed. 
Impatient, watch'd the language, of his eye : 
There Pity dwelt, and from its tender- sphere 
Sent looks of love, and faithless hopes inspir'd. 

<Foi^yeme,generousmaid! (the youth retum'd) 
If by thy accents charm'd, thus loAg J bore . 
To let such sweetness plead, alas ! in vain. 
Thy virtue^ merits more than crowns cs^ ^ield 
Of sohd bliss, or happiest love bestow : 
But ere^from native shores I ploughed thejmain^ . 
To one dear maid, by virtue and by charms 
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Alone eadear^d, my pRghted yovtb I gave, 

To giuoid my ftith, 'wiuitever'chMite slioaki wut 

My waning aw«td: if conc{aeat^ fame, <Md upoO, 

GiacM my return, before her feet to poor 

The glittering trvaaure and the hmrel wreath^ 

Enjojaxig eonqueit then, and fame and spoil : 

If Fortune frowned adverae, and Belitli fottnde 

The bliiBftil union, with my kteat breath 

To dwell on MedwayVi and Huria'a nam«. 

This ardent tow deep-rooted, from my soul 

No dangers tore ; tlin vow my bosom fir'd ' 

To conquer danger, and tfie apofl enjoy. 

Her shall I leave^ with iahr events elate. 

Who crown'd mine humblest f^rtone with her love } 

Her shiffl I ieave, who now, perchance, al<me 

Cfimbs the proud diff, and chides my slow return ? 

And shafl that vessel, whose approaching - s^ls 

Shall swell her breast with ecstasies, convey 

Death to her hopes, and anguish to her soul? 

No ! may the deep my vilhdn corse devour, 

If yi the wealth Iberian mines conceal. 

If all the charms Iberian maSda dbdose. 

If thine, ^vka, thine, uniting all ! 

Thus ftr prevail— nor can thy virtuous breast 

Demand what honour, fidth, and love, denies/ 

< Oh ! happy she^ (r^oin'd the pensive maid) 
Who shares thy fione, thy virtue, and thy love ! 
And be she happy ! thy distinguishM choice 
Declares her worth, and vindicates her claim. 
Farewell, my hickless hopes t my flattering dreams 
Of rapturous days t my guilty suit, fhre well ! 
Tet fond however my plea, or deep the wound 
That waits my fione, let not the^ random shaft 
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Of Censure i»«rce witli me tlie' Ibetiaa dmcsf 
They love with caution^ and with happier stem. 
Andy oh I by pity nioy'd, restnin the tawrts 
Of levity, nor brand Elvira's flame ( 
By merit rais'd^ by gratitude i^prov'd. 
By hope confirm'dy vith-artieas truth reYeaPd^ 
Let, let me My^ but for one mat«hlesa maid 
Of happier birth, with mutual ardour erowii^4. 

' These radiant gems, wbioh bjimish HappintBi^ 
But mock Misfortune^ to thy iwvaurite's hand 
With care convey; and well my' sudi adorn 
Her cheerful front, who finds in thee alone 
The source of every transport, but disgrace 
My pennve breast, which, doomM to lasting woe^ 
In thee the source of every bliss resigns. 

< And now, farewell, thou darling youth ! the gem 
Of English merit ! Peace, content, and joy. 
And tender hopes, and young desires, farewell ! 
Attend ye smiling train ! this gallant mind ^ 
Back to his native shores ; there sweetly smooth 
His evening pillow, dance around his groves. 
And where he treads, with violets paint his way : 
But leave Elvira ! leave her, now no more 
Your frail companion ! in the sacred cells 
Of some lone cloister let me shroud my ^ame; 
There to the matin bell, obsequious, pour 
My constant orisons. The wanton Loves 
And gay Desires shall spy the glimmering towers^ 
And wing their flight aloof: but rest confirmed. 
That never shall Elvira's tongue conclude 
Her shortest prayer, ere Henry's dear success 
The warmest accent of her zeal employ.* 
Thuji spoke the weeping fair, whose artless mind. 
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Impaijtiftl, scomM to model her esteem 
By native customs, dress, and £u!e, and air. 
And maimen^ less ; nor yet rescdvM in vain. 
He, bound by prior IcKre, the 'Solemn vow 
Given and received, to soft compassion gave 
A tender tear; thett with that kind adieu 
Esteem could warrant, wearied Heaven with 

pn^ers 
To ahield that tender breeat he left forlorn. 

He ceaa'd; and to the ^iater'a pensive scene 
Elvira sbapM her aolUary way. 
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Aadite votes, rag^tus et ingens, 
Infantamqueanimte fleiHM in limine priaift. 

And mini^ sounds and kAm plamtts we taw, 
Tliat pierce the cmnaee ihtilU •mA wwad ilie 



ASVBmTUBMBllT. 

What particulara in Speiuer were imagined m0etpr9^ 
per for the Author^ e imitation en this eccatimt^ are 
his language^ hi$ simplicity^ hu manner ofdnetip' 
Hon, and a peculiar tendemea§ rf efntimemt .re- 
markable thrvughout hie •works* 

Ah me ! full sorely is my heart forlorn. 
To think how modest worth neglected liea» 
While partial Fame doth with her blasts adorn 
Such deeds alone as pride and pomp disgtiise. 
Deeds of ill sort, and miscMevous emprize : 
Lend me thy clarion, goddess ! let me try 
To sound the prsuse of Merit ere it dies, 
$uch as I oft have chaunced to espy 
Lost in the dreary shades of dull obscurity. 

In every village mark'd with little spire, 
Embower'd in trees, and hardly known to fiuae. 
There dwells, in lowly shed and mean attire, 
\ matron old, whom we Schoolmistrest name. 



IVlio boasts unnily brats with birch to tame ; 
They gprieven sore, in piteous durance pent, 
Aw'd by the power of this relentless dame. 
And oft times, on vagaries idly bent. 
For unkempt hair, or task unconn'd, are sorely shent « 

And all in sig^t doth rise a fairdien tree. 
Which Learning near her little dome did stow ; 
Whiloili, a twig of small regard to see, 
ThoQgh now so wide its waving branches iow. 
And work the simple vassals' nnckle woe ; 
Tor not a wind might eurt the leaves that blew. 
But their limbs shudder'd, and their pulse beat low ; 
And as they looked, they found their horror grew. 
And shap'd it into rods, and tingled at the view. 

So have f seen (who has not may conceive) 

A lifeless phantom near a garden plac'd. 

So doth it wanton birds of peace bereave. 

Of sport, of song, of pleasure, of repast ; 

They start, they stare, they wheel, they look aghast; 

Sad servitude ! such comfortless annoy 

May no bold Briton's riper age e'er taste ! 

Ne superstition clog bis dance <^ joy, 

Ne vision empty, vun, his native bibs destroy. 

Near to his dome is found a patch so green. 
On which the tribe their gambols do display. 
And at the door imprisoning board is seen. 
Lest weakly wights of smaller size should stray, 
Bager, perdie, to bask in sunny day ! 
The noises intermix'd, which thence resound. 
Do Learning's little tenement betray* 
Where sits the dame, disguis'd in look profound. 
And eyes her fidry throng, uid turns her wheel 
around. 
Vol. X3aV. B b 
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Her cap, far whiter than the driven sno\C) 
Bmblem right meet of decency does yield ; 
Her apron dy'd in g^£un, as bltie, I trow. 
As is the hdrebell that adorns the field ; 
And iti her hand^ for sceptre, she does wield 
'Tway birchen sprays, with anxious fear entwin'd. 
With dark distrust, and sad repentence fill'd. 
And stedfast hate, and sharp affliction join'd. 
And fury uncontroul'd, and chastisement ankmd. 

Few but haveken'd, in semblance meet pourtray'd^ 
The childish faces of old iBoFs train, 
libs, Notus, Auster*: these in frowns array 'd. 
How then would fare or earth, or sky, or main. 
Were the stem god to gfiye his slaves the reign? 
And were not she rebellious breasts to quell. 
And were not she her statutes to maintain. 
The cot no more, I ween, were deem'd the cell 
Where comely peace of mind, and decent order 
dwell. 

A russet stole was o'er her ^hottldem thrown, 
A russet kirtle fenc'd the nippii^ air $ 
'Twas simple russet, but it was h«r own ; 
*Twas her own country bred the flock so fiur; 
'Twas her own labour did the fleece prepare ; 
And, sooth to say*, her pupils, rang'd aipund. 
Through pious awe did term it passing rtfes. 
For they in gaping wonderment abound. 
And thUik, no doubt, she been the greatest wig^t on 
ground. 

* Hie 80Qth«we«t wiad^ toothy See, 



Albeit, ne flattery ^d corrupt her tn^th, 

Ne pompous title did debauch her ear. 

Goody, good-woman, gossip, u'aunt, forsooth. 

Or dame, the sole additions she did hear ; 

Yet these she challenged, these she held right dear; 

Ne would esteem him act as mought behove 

Who should not honoured eld with these revere : 

For never title yet so mean could prove, 

But there was eke a mind which did that title love. 

One ancient hen she took delight to feed. 
The plodding pattern of the busy dame. 
Which ever and anon, impelPd by need. 
Into her school, begirt with chickens, came. 
Such favour did her past deportment claim ; 
And if neglect had lavish'd on the ground 
Fragment of bread, she would collect the same ; 
For well she knew, and quaintly could expound. 
What sin it were to waste the smallest crumb she 
found. 

Herbs too she knew, and well of each could speak 
That in her g^den sipp'd the mlvery dew» 
Where no vain flower (UadosM a gaudy streak. 
Bat herbs for use and phyaicj not a few 
Of gray renown, within those borders grew ; 
The tufted basil, pun-provoking thyme. 
Fresh baum, and marygold of cheerful hue. 
The lowly giU, that never dares to climb, 
And more I fain would 8ing,disdaini]lg here to rhyme. 

Yet euphrasy may not be left unsung, 

That gives dim eyes to wander leagues around. 

And pungent radish, biting infant's tongue. 

And plantain ribb'd; that heals the reaper's wound. 
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And niaijonaxi 8w«et^ in shepherd's posy found. 
And l&veoder, whose spikes of szurie bloom 
Shall be, erewhile, in arid bundles bound, • 
To lurk amidst the labours of her looo), [fume. 
And crown her ^erolue& clean with mickle rare per- 

And here trim rosemarine, that whilom crown'd 
The daintiest garden of the proudest peer. 
Ere, driven from its Envied rate, it found 
A sacred shelter for its branches here. 
Where edg'd with gold its glittering skirts appear. 
Oh wassel days ! O customs meet and well \ 
Ere this was baniah'd from its loffy sphere ; 
SimpUdty then sought this humble ceU, [dweQ. 
Nor ever would she more with thane and locdfing 

Here oft the dame, on sabbath's decent eve. 
Hymned such psabqB as Stemhold forth did mete; 
If winter ^twere, she to her hearth did cleave. 
But in her garden found a summer-seat : 
Sweet melody ! to hear her then repeat 
How Israel's sons, beneath aJbreign king. 
While taunting foe<4nen did a song eatt«at, 
All for the nonce untuning every string, y^og- 
Uphung their useless lyres^-smaU heart had they lo 

For she was just, and friend to virtuous lore. 
And pass'd much time in truly virtuous deed : 
And in those elfins' ears would oft deplore 
The times when Truth by Popish rage ' did bleed. 
And tortious dea^ was true Devotion's meed ; 
And simple Faith in iron chidns did mourn. 
That n'ould on wooden image place her creed ; 
And lawny saints in smouldering flames did bum : 
Ah ! dearest lord i forefend, thilk days should e'er 
return. 



In elbow-chiir, fike that of Scottish stem. 
By the sharp tooth 6f cankering^ eld defacM, 
In which; when he receives his diadem, 
GttT sovereign prince and liefest liege is placM, 
The matron ss(te; and some with rank she grac'd, 
(The source of children's and of courtier's pride!) 
Kedress'd affronts, for vile affronts there pass'd. 
And warn'd them not the fretful to deride. 
But love each other dear, whatever them betide. 

Right well she knew each temper to descry. 
To thwart the proud, and the submiss to raise, 
Some with vile copper prize exalt on high, 
And some enUce with pittance small of praise. 
And other some with baleful sprig she 'frays : 
Ev'n absent, she tlie reins of power doth hold. 
While with quaint arts the giddy crowd she sways; 
Forewam'd, if little bird their pranks behold, 
'Twill whisper in her ear, and all the scene unfold. 

Lo, now wkh state she utters the command ! 
Eftsoons the urchins to their tasks repair, 
Tbeir books of stature small they take in hand. 
Which with pellucid horn secured are. 
To save from finger wet the letters fair ; 
The work so gay« that on their back is seen, 
St. George's high achievements does declare. 
On which thilk wight that has y-gaziog been 
Kens the forth coming rod; unpleasing sight, I ween ! 

Ah ! luckless he, and bom beneath the beam 
Of evil star ! it irks me whilst I write ! 
As erst the bard* by Mulla's silver stream, . 
Oft as he told of deadly dolorous plight, 

*Speiiier. 
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SighM aa he nngf, and 4id ibl teurs loditef - 
For bxMididmig the tod^ahe 4oth begin 
To loose the lHogues» the stiq)]!!^^ late dellgiit f 
And down they drof» a^^iean his dainty akau. 
Fair «s the luny coat of whitest emiilin. . 

O nithftd scene ! when from a nooi: obscure 

His little sister doth his peril see ; 

All playful as she sat she grows demure. 

She finds fufl soon her #onted spirits Hee $ 

She meditates a prayer to set him free : 

Nor gentle pardon could this dame deny, 

(If gentle pardon could with dames agree^ 

To her sad grief that sweHs in either eye^ 

And wrings her so that all for pity she could die.. 

No longer can she now hcrflhrie^ c«BBHmid» 

And hardly she fori>eai^ thrmigii awlol fear. 

To ruahen fortfa^ and with presmnptuoufthaad^ . . 

To stay harsh justice in its ttid eatieer. 

On thee she calls, on thee, her parent dear ! 

(Ah ! too remote to ward the shameful blow !) 

She seeslio kind domestic visage near; 

And soon a flood of tears begins to flow. 

And gives a loose at last to unavailing woe. 

But, ah ! what pen bis piteous p|i|^t may tnM^e ; 
Or what device his loud laments e:q>laiQ 
The form uncouth of his disguised £ice ? 
The pallid hue that dies his looks amain i 
'tht plenteous shower that does his cheek distain ? 
When he in abject wise implores the daaie;^ 
Ne hopeth aught of sweet reprieve to gain ; 
Or when from high die levels weU her aim. 
And through the thatch his cries each fallkig stroke 
proclaim. 



The otihel' tribe, agliast, With sore ^smty, 
Attend, and con their tasks with mickte cafe ; 
By tiiftis^ Mtoiied, every twig sorrey. 
And fWnn their fellows' hftteful wounds beware ; 
Knowing, I wist, how each the same may share ; 
Till fear has tai^['ht them a performance meet. 
And to the well-known chest the dame repair, • < 
Whence ofl with sugar'd cates she doth ^em greet. 
And gingerlnread y-rsre,^ new certes doubly sweet I 

See to their seats they hye with merry glee. 
And in beseemly order dtten there. 
All but the wight of bum y'-galled, he 
Abhorreth bench, and stool, and fourm, and chair, 
(This hand in mouth y'-fix'd, and rends his hair) 
And ekfe wkh snubs prcftmnd, and heaving breast, 
Convulaons intermkling ! does declare 
His grievous wrong, his dame's unjust behest, 
And scorns her offerM love, and shuns to be caressM, 

His face besprent with liquid crystal shines, 
His blooming face, that seems a purple flower. 
Which low to earth its drooping head declines. 
All smear'd and sullied by a vernal shower. 
O the hard bosoms of despotic Power ! 
All, all, but she, the author of his shame. 
All, all, but she, regret this mournful hour; [claim. 
Yet hence the youth, and hence- the flower shall 
If so I deem aright, transcending worth and fame. 

Behind some door, in melancholy thought, ' 

landless of food, he, dreary caitiff! pines 
Ne for his fellows' joyautice careth a^ght, 
But to the wind all merriment resigns. 
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And deems it vhame if he to peaceindnies ; 
And mtaiy a tulien look askaimce is sent. 
Which for his dame's annoyance he designs ; 
And still the more to pleasure him she's bent» 
The more doth he, perrerse, her 'haviour past 
resent. 

Ah me ! how much I fear lest pride it be ! 
But if that pride ,it be, which thus inspires. 
Beware, ye dames ! with nice discernment see 
Ye quench not too thesparjbi of nobler, fires : 
Ah ! better far than aU the Muses' l^e^ . 
All coward arts, is.YAlour's generoiis heatj 
The firm fix'd breast which fit and right requires. 
Like Vernon's p^t^ot souli more justly ;gse«t 
Than craft that pimps (ojr Ul> o;- ^Qweryia^ 4e^sit 

Yet nurs'd with skill, what dazzling fruits appear I 

Ev'n now sagacious foresight points to show 

A little bench of heedless bishops here. 

And there a chancellor in embiyo. 

Or bard sublime, if bard may e'er be so. 

As Milton, Shakspeare, names that ne'er shall die! . 

Though now he crawl along the ground so low. 

Nor weeting how the Muse should soar on high, . 

Wisheth, poor starveling elf, his paper-kite majfly; 

And this, perhaps, who censuring the design. 
Low lays the house which that of cards doth build^ 
Shall Dennis be I if rigid Fates incline ; 
And many an epic to his rage diall yield. 
And many a poet quit the* Aonian field ; 
And, sour'd by age, profound he shall appear. 
As he who now with 'sdainf ul fiiry thxiU'd 



Surveys mine work, and levels many & sneer, ^ 
And furls^his. wrinkly front, and cries, < What stuff 
is here !' 

But now Dan Phoebus gains the middle sky* 
And Liberty unbars her prison-door, 
And Uke a rushing torrent oiut they fly. 
And now the grassy cirque han cover'd o*er 
With boisterous revel-rout and wild uproar ; 
A thousand Ways in wanton rings they run. 
Heaven shield their short-liv'd pastime, I implore \ 
For well may freedom, erst so dearly won. 
Appeal to British elf more gladsome than the sun. 

Snjoy^ pooir imps ! enjoy your sportive trade. 
And chase gay flies, and caU the fiurest flowers. 
For when my bones in grass-g^een sods are laid. 
For never may ye taste more careless hours 
In knightly casUes, or in ladies' bowers. 
O vain to seek delight in earthly thing ! 
But most in courts, where proud Ambition towers; 
Deluded wight ! who weens &ir peace can spring 
Beneath the pompous dome of kesar or of king. 

See is each sprite soime various bent appear ! 
These rudely carol, most inconcfite lay ; 
l^ooe sauntering on the green, with jocund leer 
Salute the stranger passing on his way ; 
Some builden fragile tenements of clay. 
Some to the standing lake their courses bend. 
With pebbles smooth a^ duck and drake to play ; 
^rhilk to the huckster's savoury cottage tend, 
In pastry kings and queens the' allotted mite to 
spend. 
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Here, as each season yields a different store. 
Each seasoh's stores in order ranged been. 
Apples with cabbage-net y'-cover'd o'er. 
Galling full sore the' unmoney'd wight, are seen. 
And gooseberry, clad in livery red or green ; 
And here of lovely dye the Catherine pear. 
Fine pear ! as lovely for thy juice I ween ! 
O may no wight e'er pennyless come there, [care ! 
Lest smit with ardent love he pine with hopeless 

See ! cherries here,'ere cherries yet abound. 
With thread so white in temptitig posies tied. 
Scattering like blooming maid th^ gUnces rouiid^ 
With pamper'd look draw little eyes amde. 
And must be bought, though penury betide ; 
The plum all azure, and the nut all btown, 
And here, each season, do those cakes alnde. 
Whose honour'd names the' inventive city own. 
Rendering through Britun's ide Salopia;^ praises 
known.* 

Admir'd Salopia ! that with venial pride 

Eyes her bright form in Severn's ambient wave^ 

Fam'd for her loyal cares in perils tried. 

Her daughters lovely, and her striphngs brave : 

Ah ! midst the rest, may flowers adorn his grave 

Whose art did first these dulcet cates di^lay ! 

A motive fiiir to Learning's imps he gave. 

Who cheerless o'er her darkling region stray, 

TiU Reason's morn arise, and hght them on their way. 

• Shrewibary-cakes. 
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EPILOGUE 

TO 

DOBSLEY'S TRAGEDY OF CLEOJSTE, 

1758. 



WzuL| Ladiefl— so much for the tr^g^c styU 
And now the custom is te make you smile. 
To make us smile t^-methinks Lhear you say — 
Why, who can help it, ai so strange a play ? 
The captain gone three years ! — ^and then to blame 
The faultless conduct of his virtuous dame ! 
My stars !*-<what gentle belle would think it treason. 
When thus provdc'd, to give the brute some reason i 
Out of my house ! — ^this night, forsooth, depart ! 
A modem wife had said — * With all my heart — 
But think not, haughty Sir ! I'll go alone ; 
Order your coach~-«onduct me safe to Town- 
Give me my jewels, wardrobe, and my maid — 
And, pray* take care my pin-money be paid.' 
Such is the language of each modish fair; 
Yet memoirs, not of modem growth, declare 
The time has been, when modesty and truth 
Were deem'd additions to the charms of youth ; 
When womenhid their necks,and veil'dtheir&ces,^ 
Nor romp'd, nor rak'd, nor star'd, at public places, > 
Nor took the airs of Amazons for graces : 3 

Then plain domestic virtues were the mode. 
And wives ne'er dream'd of happiness abroad; 
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They lovM their children, leam'd no fiauntin^ aka. 
But with the joys of wedlock mix'd the cares. 
Those times are past — ^yet sore they merit pnisej 
For marriage triumph'd in those golden days ; 
By chaste decorum they affection gun'd ; 
By faith and fondness, what they won, maintain'd. 

'Tis yours, ye fair ! to bring those days again. 
And form anew the hearts of thoughtless men ; 
Make beauty's lustre amiable as bright. 
And give the soul as well as sense delight ; 
Reclaim from folly a fantastic age. 
That scorns the prea^ the pulpit, and the sti^. 
Let truth and tenderness your breasts adorn. 
The marria^-chain with transport shall be won -, 
Each bloomii^ virgin, rais'd into a bride, 
^udl double all their joys, their cares divide; 
Alleviate grief, compose the jars of strife^ 
And pour the balm that sweetens hunan life. 
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Vol. XXIV. C a 



LIFE OF CAWTHORN. 



James CA>VTH0RN, the son of an upholsterer 
and cabinet-maker, in Sheffield, was bom on the 
4th of November, 1719. Beings eariy sent to a 
l^mmar school in his native plaice, he soon began 
to feel the energies of, genius; and, while yet him- 
fielf under the discipline of an elementary teacher, 
undertook to instruct mankind in Uterature and 
manners by a periodical paper, styled The Tea 
Table, In 1735, he was transferred to a grammar 
school at £jrkley.Lonsdale, in Westmoreland; 
where his buds of poetry soon began to develop 
themselves; and, after a variety of smaller effu- 
sions, he produced, the year after his removal, a 
forgotten poem, called the Perjured Lover, upon 
the subject of Inkle and Yarico. 

In the same year, he appear^ to have acted as 
asfflistant in the school of a Mr. Christian, of Ro- 
theram ; and, two years after, he was matriculated 
of Clare-Hall, in Cambridge. His name is not found 
among the graduates; but he had obtained his mas- 
ter's degree before the year 1743. From Cam- 
bridge, he went to London; and was, for some 
time, tlie assistant of a schoolmaster in Soho 
Square, whose daughter he married. He took or- 
ders, about this time ; and, in 1743, was elected 
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nuuiter of Tanbridge School. He pubfiahed tiie 
epistle of Abelard to Elaiaaf in 1746 ; a sennoiv in 
1/4^ upon the election of two burgesaes, in West- 
minster ; and another, in 1748, at the annual visita- 
tion of the company of Skinners. Though little 
skilled in horsemani^p, he was Very fond of rid- 
ing^; and, on the 15th of April, 1761, a fall from 
his horse put a period to his life. He was buried 
in Tonbrioge church; where hi^ sister gave him a 
monument with the fallowing inscription: — 

Hie silfb eit 
JACOBVSCAWTHOII^, A« M. 

Sdiote Tunbrigientis magister, 

^i jBTentati tarn nocttHM turn literit uMitnenda 

Qnmmwa»g>ito mm sine honote de^ 

O^Iku, qua« laigft nmia diatriboit, 

T^unuvr et la tetemoM fhietur. 

OlMt, Ilea citket I Af rilU 15, 17»1» 

JBaitis40. 

Sovoff Boeila ex grato ahimo bee posoit. 



Cawthom is one of those ahthors, whom we find 
it di%uilt to praise, or to blame. He commits few 
fl^ults in composition; and his beauties are not of the 

lughest order. His thouflr^^ ^^ j^^^ ^^ ^ Iw- 
gaage harmonious ; but there is too much pro^^ 
and too little animation^ It is hard to say, that he 
does not recompense us for pur time; but the 
readers <^ poetry always demand more than a bare 
recompense ; and, though Cawthom may afford 
sufficient delight for one perusal, he Will hardly 
entke us to a second. 



JAMES CAWTHORN. 



TO MISS , 

Of HOKSEVAlTDENy IV KENT. 

Whxit wit and science trim'd their wither'd bays, 
At Petrarch's voice, and beam'd with half their rays. 
Some heaven-bom genius panting to explore 
The scenes oblivion wish'd to live no more, 
Foimd Abelard in grief's sad pomp array'd. 
And cal?d the melting mourner from the shade. 
Touch'd by his woes, and kindling at his n^. 
Admiring nations glow'd from age to age ; 
From age to age the soft infection ran. 
Taught to lament the hermit in the man ; 
Pride drop'd her crest, ambition leam'd to sigh. 
And dove-like pity streamed in every eye. 

Sick of the world's applause, yet fond to warm 
Each nudd ^at knows with Eloise to charm. 
He asks of verse to aid his native lire. 
Refines and wildly lives along the lyre : 
Bids all his various passions throb anew. 
And hopes, my fair, to steal a tear from you. 

Cc2 



J 
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O, bleu'd with temper, bless'd with sldU to pMt 
life's every comfort on each social hour ! 
Chaste as ihy blushes, gentle as thy mien. 
Too gfraye for folly, and too gay for i^leen ; 
Indulged to win, to soften, to inspire. 
To melt with muuc, and with wit to fire : 
To blend, as judgment tells thee how to please, 
f^sdom with smiles, and majesty with ease ; 
Alike to virtue as the graces known. 
And proud to love all merit but thy own 1 

These are thy honours, these wiS charms sappl/. 
When those dear suns shall set in either eye ; 
While she, who, fond of dress, of painty and plac^ 
Aims but to be a goddess in the face ; 
Bom all thy sex iQumiBes to demise. 
Too mad il^ thoQ|^t, too pretty to be wise. 
Haunts for a year ftatastically vain, 
Wi^ half our Fribbles dying in h^ tnun: 
Then mnks, as beauty fkdes smd pa«aoa cooli^ 
The scotn of coxcombs, and the jeat oflbolr^ 
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MELARD TO ELOISE. 

(fIBST PtTBLISHEO IS 1747.) 



AHGUMEMT. 
AJbdtrd and Vloiie flowidted in tke twelfth centarjr ; tbey «m 
two of Ae moit cRitiaguislied penofis of their age, ip leaming 
and beanty ; hat for nothing moce fiunuu than for their nofor* 
tnnate paMop. After a long coalne or cabmitiet, they retired 
each toa aeveral oonvent^and eonaeerated the renainder of their 
dayi to lefigion. It was many yean after this lepantion, that a 
letter of Ahelaid*i to a friend, wiiich contained a liiitory i£ hie 
miArtonei, M Into the hands of Eloisa: this occasioned those 
^eletantied letten (oat of which the bUowioKii pa^lyextiaeted), 

which gives io lively a pietniw of the fciuttte of giaee and na- 
tore, virtiie and panics. 

POPE. 



Ah ! why t^iis boding start ? this sudden pain. 
That wings my pulse, and shoots from vein to vein ? 
"What mean, regardless of yon midnight bell. 
These earth-born visions saddening o'er my cell ? 
TThat strange disoxder prompts these thoughts to 

glow, 
These n^is to murmur, taod these tears to flow ? 
'TIS she, 'tis Eloisa's form restor'd. 
Once a pure saint, and more tiian aaints ador'd ! 
She comes in all her Idlliiig charms cgnfeas'd. 
Glares through die gloom, and poursupon my breafl^ 
Bids Heaven's bright guard fhan Paraclete remove. 
And drsjgB me ta^k to mieery md love. 
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Enjoy thy triumphs, dear illusion ! see 
This sad apostate from his God to thee : 
See, at thy call, my guilty warmths return. 
Flame through my blood, and steal me from my 
Yet, yet^ frail Abelard ! one effort try, [urn. 

Ere the last tingering' spark of virtue die ; 
The deadly charming sorceress control. 
And, spite of nature, tear her from thy soul. 

Long has that soul, in these unsocial woods, ' 
Where anguish muses, and where sorrow broods, 
Froih love's wild visionary wishes strayed. 
And sought to lose thy beauties in the shade. 
Faith dropp'd a smile, devotion lent her fire, 
IVoke the keen pang, and sanctified desire ; 
JLed me enraptur'd to the bless'd abode. 
And taught my heart to glow with all its God. 
But O, how weak fair faith and virtue prove 
When Eloisa melts away in love ! 
When her fond soul, impassioned, rapt, unveil'd, 
No joy forgt)tten, and no wish conceal'd. 
Flows through her pen as infant softness free. 
And fiercely springs in ecstasies to me ! 
Ye heavens! as walking in yon sacred fane, 
With every seraph warm in every vein, 
Just as remorse had rous'd an aching sigh. 
And my torn soul hung trembling in my eye. 
In that kind hour thy fatal letter came, 
I saw, I gaz'd, I shivered at the name ; 
The conscious lamps at once forgxyt to shine, 
Prophetic tremors shook the hallowed' shrine ; 
Priests, censors, altars, from tl^ genius fled. 
And Heaven itself shut on me while I read. 

Dear smiling mischief! art thou still the same, 
The still pale victim of too soft a flame ^ 
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Warm as when first, with motfe than mortal shine, 
£ach melting eye-ball mix'd thy soul with mine ? 
Have not thy tears, for ever taught to flow. 
The glooms of absence, and the pangs of woe. 
The pomp of sacrifice, the whisper'd tale. 
The dreadful vow yet hovering o'er thy veU, 
Drove this bewitching fondness firom thy breast. 
Curbed the loose wish, and form*deach pulse to rest? 
And canst thou still, still bend the suppliant knee 
To lovers dread shrine, and weep and sigh for me ? 
Then take me, take me, lock me in thy arms, 
Spring tp my lips, and give me aU thy charms. 
No — fly me, fly me, spread the' impatient sail. 
Steal this lark's wing, and mount the swiftest gale ; 
Skim th6 vast ocean, freeze beneath the pole. 
Renounce me, curse me, root me from thy soul : ' 
Fly, fly, for justice bears the arm of God, 
And the grasp'd vengeance only waits his nod. 
Are these thy wishes ^ can they thus aspire ? 
Poes frenzy form them, or does grace inspire? 
Can Abelard, in hurricanes of zeal. 
Betray his heart, and teach thee not to feel ? 
Teach thy enamour'd spirit to disown 
Each human warmth, and chill thee into stone ? 
Ah ! rather let my tenderest accents move. 
The last wild accents of unholy love ; 
On that dear bosom trembling let me lie. 
Pour out my soul, and in fierce raptures die. 
House all my passions, act my joys anew. 
Farewell, ye ceU ! ye martyr'd saints, adieu! 
Sleep, conscience! sleep, each awful thought be 

drown'd. 
And sevenfold darkness vdl the scene around^ 
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What means this pa^ise, this agonizing start. 
This glimpse of Heaven quick rushing through my 
Methinks I see a radiant cross displayed — [heart ? 
A wounded Saviour bleeds slong the shade : 
Around the' expiring God bright angels fly. 
Swell the loud hjnnnn, and open all the sky. 
O save me, save me, ere the thunders rol^ 
And hell's black caverns swallow up my soul ! 
Return, ye. hours ! when, guiltless of a stain, 
My strong-plum'd genius throb'd in every vein ; 
"When, warm'd with all the' Egyptian fanes inspir'd. 
All Athens boasted, and all Rome admir'd. 
My merit in its full meridian shone, 
Each rival blushing, and each heart my own. 
Return, ye scenes ! — ^Ah no ! from fancy fly. 
On time's stretch'd wing, till each idea die. 
Eternal fly ! since all that learning gave. 
Too weak to conquer, and too fond to save. 
To love's soft empire every wish betra3r*d. 
And left my laurels withering in the shade. 
Let me forget that, while deceitful fame 
Grasp'd her shrill trump, and fiU'd it with my name. 
Thy stronger charms, empower'd by heaven to 
Each saint, each bless'd insensible to love, [move 
At once my soul from bright ambition won, 
1 hugged the dart, I wish'd to be undone : 
No more pale science durst my thoughts engage, 
Insipid dulness hung on every page ; 
The midnight lamp no more enjoy'd its blaze. 
No more my spirit flew from maze to maze : 
Thy glances bade philosophy resign 
Her throne to' thee, and every sense was thine . 

But what could all the frosts of wisdom do, 
Oppos'd to beauty, when it melts in vou - 
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Since these dark, cheerless, solitary caves. 
Death-breathing woods, and daily-opemng graves, 
Ifisshapen rocks, wild images of woe. 
For ever howling to the deeps below ; 
Ungenial deserts, where no vernal show*r [flow'r ; 
Wakes the green herb, or paints the' -unfolding 
The' embrowning glooms these holy mansions shed, 
The night-bom horrors brooding o'er my bed, 
The dismal scenes black melancholy pours 
O'er the sad visions of enanguish'd hours : 
Lean abstinence, wan grief, low-thoughted care. 
Distracting guilt, and, hell's worst fiend, despsur ^ 
Conspire in viun, with all the aids of art. 
To blot thy dear idea from my heart. 

Delufflve, sightless god of warm desire ! 
Why wouldst thou wish to set a wretch on fire ? 
Why lives thy soft divinity where woe 
Heaves the pale sigh, and anguish loves to glow ? 
Fly to the mead, the daisy-painted vale, 
Breathe in its sweets, and melt along the gale ; 
Ply where gay scenes luxurious youths employ, 
Where every moment steals the wing of joy : 
There may'st thou see, low prostrate at thy throne. 
Devoted slaves, and victims all thy own ; 
Each village-swain the turf-built shrine shall raises 
And kings command whole hecatombs to blaze. 

O memory ! ingenious to revive 
Each fleeting hour, and teach the past to live ; 
Witness what conflicts this frail bosom tore ! 
What griefs I sufFer'd; and what pangs I bore ! 
How long I struggled, labour'd, strove to save 
A heart that panted to be still a slave ! 
When youth, warmth, rapture,spirit, love and flame, 
Sciz'd every sense, and burnt through all my frame; 
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firoiii yotttht w«nBfth» npture» to these wilds I fl«d, 

.Ify food tbe herbage, and the lock niy bed. 

There, while these veQ^rsble cloisters rise 

O'er the bleak surge, sn/d g^n i]poa the skies* 

My wounded soul in4ulg'd the tear to flow 

O^er all her sad vicissitudes of woe I ii 

Profuse of life» and yet s^raid to die. 

Guilt in my hearty and horror in my eye» 

With ceaseless prayers the whole artillery giv'n 

To win the mercies of offended Heaven, 

Each hill,, made vocal, echoed all around. 

While my torn . breast knock'd bleedii^ on the 

ground. 
Yet, yet, alas ! though all my mpments ^, 
Stain'd by a tear, and darkened in a sigh. 
Though meagi^e fasts.have on my ched^ dl^l^d 
The dusk of death, -and sunk me to a shade; 
Spite of myself, the still impoisoning dart 
Shoots through my blood, and drinks u|> allmy 

heart: 
My vows and wishes wildly disagree. 
And grace itself mistskes my God for thee. 

Athwart the glooms that wrap the midnight sky, 
My Eloisa steals upon ray eye : 
For ever rises in the solar ray, 
A phantom brighter than the blaze of day. 
Where'er I go, the visionary guest 
Pants on my lip, or sinks upon my breast ; 
Unfolds her sweets, and throbbing to destroy* 
Winds round my heart in luxury of joy ; 
While loud hosannas shake the shrines anmnd, 
I hear her softer accents in the sound \ 
Her idol beauties on each altar glare. 
And Heaven, much injured, has but half my i^y'r: 
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"No tears can drive her hence» no pangs control. 
For every object brings her to my soul. 

Last night reclining on yon aiyy steep. 
My bu^ eyes hung brooding o'er the deep; 
The breathless whirlwinds slept in every cave. 
And the soft moon-beam danc'd from wave to wave ; 
Bach former bliss in this bright mirror seen. 
With all my glories, dawnM upon the scene. 
Recalled the dear auspicious hour anew, 
When my fond soul to Eloisa flew ; 
When, with keen speechless agonies oppressed. 
Thy frantic lover snatch'd thee to his breast ; 
Gaz'd on thy blushes, arm'd with every grace. 
And saw the goddess beaming in thy face ; 
Saw thy wild, trembling, ardent wishes move 
Each pulse to rapture, and each glance to love. 
But lo ! the winds descend, the billows roar, 
Foam to the clouds, and burst upon the shore ; 
Vast peals of thunder o'er the ocean roll. 
The flame-wing'dlightninggleamsfrom pole to pole. 
At once the pleasing images withdrew. 
And more than horrors crowded on my view : 
Thy ancle's form, in all his ire array'd. 
Serenely dreadful, stalk'd along the shade : 
Pierc'd by his sword I sunk upon the ground. 
The spectre ghastly smil'd upon the wound: 
A group of black infernals round me hung. 
And toss'd my infamy from tongue to tongue. 

Detested wretch ! how impotent thy age ! 
How weak thy malice ! and how kind thy rage ! 
Spite of thyself, inhuman as thou art. 
Thy murdering hand has left me all my heart: 
Left me each tender, fond affection warm, 
A nerve to tremble, and an eye to charm. 

Vol. XXIV. D d 
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No, cruel, cruel, exquisite in ill ; 
Thou thought's! it dull barbarity to kill ; 
My death had robb'd lost vengeance of her toil. 
And scarcely warmM a Scythian to a smile : 
Sublimer furies taught thy soul to glow 
With all their savage mysteries of woe : 
Taught thy unfeeling poniard to destroy 
The powers of nature, and the source of Joy ; 
To stretch me on the racks of vain desire. 
Each passion throbbing, and each wish on fire : 
Mad to enjoy, unable to be bless'd, 
Piends in my veins, and hell within my breast. 

Aid me, fair faith ! assist me, grace divine ! 
Ye martyrs ! bless me ; and, ye saints ! refine r 
Ye sacred groves ! ye heaven-devoted walls ! 
Where folly sickens, and where virtue calls : 
Ye vows! ye altars! from this bosom tear 
Voluptuous love, and leave no anguish there : 
Oblivion ! be thy blackest plume display'd 
O'er all my griefs, and hide me in the shade ; 
And thou, too fondly idoli^'d ! attend 
While awful reason whispers in the friend. 
Friend, did I say? Immortals! what a name ! 
Can dull, cold friendship, own so wild a flame ? 
No J let thy lover, whose enkindling eye 
Shot all his soul between thee and the sky, [song 
Whose warmth bewitch'd thee, whose unhallow'd 
Call'd ttiy rapt ear to die upon his tongue. 
Now strongly rouse, while Heaven his zeal inspires. 
Diviner transports, and more holy fires ; 
Calm all thy passions, all thy peace restore,^ 
And teach that snowy breast to heave no more, 

Tom from the world, within dark cells immur*d. 
By angels guarded, and by vows secur'd j 
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To all that once awoke thy fondness dead. 

And hope, pale sorrow's last sad refuge, fled ; 

Why wilt thou weep, and sigh, and melt in vain. 

Brood o'er false joys, and hug the' ideal chain ? 

Say, canst thou wish that, madly wild to fly 

From yon bright portal opening in ue- sky. 

Thy Abelard should bid his God adieu. 

Pant at thy feet, and taste thy charms anew ? 

Ye heavens! if, to this tender bosom woo'd. 

Thy mere idea harrows up my blood ; 

If one £iint glimpse of Eloise can move 

The fiercest, mildest agonies of Ipve : 

What shall I be, when, dazzling as the light. 

Thy whole effulgence flows upon my ^ght ? 

LKK>k on thyself^ consider who thou art. 

And learn to be an abbess in thy heart: 

See, while devotion's ever-melting strain 

Pours the loud organ through the trembling fane, 

Yon pious maids each earthly wish disown. 

Kiss the dread cross, and crowd upon the throne : 

O let thy soul the sacred charge attend. 

Their warmth inspirit, and their virtues mend : 

Teach every breast from every hymn to steal 

The cherub's meekness, and die seraph's zeal ; 

To rise to rapture, to dissolve away 

In dreams of heaven, and lead thyself the way ; 

Till all the glories of the bless'd abode 

Blaze on the scene, and every thought is God. 

While thus thy exemplary cares prevail. 

And make each vestal spotless as her veil. 

The' eternal spirit o'er thy cell shall move 

In the soft image of the mystic dove ; 

The longest gleams of heavenly comfort bring. 

Peace in his smile, and healing on his wing ; 



316 oriacES CAVTBOBar. 

At once remove afBietion firom thy breast^ 
Melt o'er thy soul, and hush her pangB to rest. 

O that my soul, from love's cvrs'd hondsge free. 
Could catch the transports tiiat I urge to thee ! 

that some angefs more than magic art 
Would kindly tear the hennit from his heart ! 
Extinguish every guilty sense, and leave 

No pulse to riot, and no agh to heave. 

Vain, fruilless wish ! 8t31, still the vigorous flame 

Bursts, like an earthquake, through my riiatter*d 

frame; 
Spite of the joys liiat truth and virtue prove, 

1 feel but thee, and breathe not but to love; 
Repent in vain, scarce wish to be fbrgiv'n. 
Thy form n^ idol, and Ihy charms my heav'n. 

Yet, yet, my fidr } thy nobler eflforts try. 
Lift me from, earth, and give me to the sky ; 
Let my lost soul thy brighter virtues feel, 
Warm'd with thy hopes, and wing'd with aH thy zeal. 
And when, low-bending at the haHow'd shrine. 
Thy contrite heart shall Abelard resign ; 
When pitying Heaven, impatient to forgive. 
Unbars the gates of light and bids tfiee live : 
Seize on the' auspicious moment ere it flee. 
And ask the same, immortal boon for me ! 

Then when these black terrific scenes are o'er. 
And rebel nature chills the soul no more ; 
When on thy cheek the' expiring roses fade. 
And thy last lustres darken in the shade ; 
When arm'd with quick varieties of pain. 
Or creeping dully slow from vein to vein. 
Pale death shall set my kindred-spirit free. 
And these dead orbs forget to doat on thee ; 
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Some pious friend, whose wild affections glow 
Liike ours in sad similitude of woe. 
Shall drop one tender, sympathizing tear, 
Prepare the garland, and adorn tlie bier; 
Our lifeless relics in one tomb enshrine. 
And teach thy genial dust to mix with mine. 

Meanwhile, divinely purg'd from every stain, 
Our active souls shall climb the' ethereal plain 
To each bright cherub's purity aspire. 
Catch all his zeal, and pant witli all his fire ; 
There, where no face the glooms of anguish wears, 
No uncle murders, and no passion tears. 
Enjoy with heaven eternity of rest ; 
for ever blessing, and for ever bless'd. 



ELEGY 

TO TBS XSMOBT OF CAFTADr HUOHBS ; 
A particular Trknd tf the Authti^i* 

Vaix were the task to gpive the soul to glow. 
The nerve to kindle, and the verse to flow ; 
When the fond mourner, hid from every eye. 
Bleeds in the anguish of too keen a sigh ; 
And, lost to glory, lost to all his fire. 
Forgets the poet, ere he grasps the lyre. 

Friendship! 'tis thine with manly warmth to 
Expiring virtue, and tlie closing urn; . [mourn 

To teach , dear seraph ! o'er the g^ood and wise 
The dirge to murmur, and the bust to rise. 
Come then, O guiltless of the tear of art! 
Sprung from the sky, and thron'd within the heart ! 
O come, in all the pomp of grief array'd. 
And weep the warrior, while I grace his shade. 

Dd2 
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*Ti8 o*fe^— the bright deluftTe scene is o'er. 
And war's proud viaons mock the soul no more : 
The laurel ftdes, the' imperial car retires. 
All youth ennobles, and all worth admires. 

Alas! my Hughes, and -must this mourning verse 
Resign tby triumph, to attend thy hearse ? 
Was it for this, that friendship's genial flame 
Woke ail my wishes from the trance of fame ? 
Was it for this I left the hallowM page. 
Where every science beams of every age ; 
On thought's strong pimon rang'd the martial atene. 
From Rome's first Caesar to the great Eugene ; 
Explored the' embatded van, the deep'ning line. 
The' enambush'd phalanx, and the springing mine ; 
Then, pale with horror, bent the suppliant knee. 
And heav'd the sigh, and drop'd the tear for thee I 
What boots it now, that when, with hideous roar. 
The gathering tempest howl'd from every shore. 
Some pitying ange^ vigilant to save, [wave ? 

Spread all his plumes, and snatch'd thee from the 
Preserv'd thee sacred from the fell diseasei 
When the bhie plague had fir'd the' autumnal 
Ah ! when my hero panted to engage [breeze ? 
Where all the battle burst in all its rage ; 
Where dreadful flew the missive deaths around. 
And the keen falchion blush'd from wound to wound. 
Was he denied the privilege to bleed, 
Sav'd on the nudn to fall upon the Tweed ? 

Ye Graces ! tell with what address he stole 
The Ustening ear, and open'd all the soul. 
What though rough winter bade his whirlwinds rise. 
Hid his pale suns, and frown'd along his akiea;, 
POur'd the big deluge on the faee of day. 
My Hughes was here, to smile the gloom away; 
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l¥ith all the luxaries of sound to move 
The pulse of glory, or the sigh of love : 
And, spite of winter, lastntude, or pain. 
Taught Hfe and joy to throb in every vein. 
Fancy ! dear artist of the mental pow'r ! 
Fly,— fetch my genius to the social hour : 
Give me again his glowing sense to warm. 
His song to warble, and his wit to charm. 
Alas ! alas ! how impotently true 
The' aerial pendl forms the scene anew ! 
B'en now, when all the vision beams around. 
And my ear kindles with the' ideal- sound- 



Just as the Smiles, the Graces are impressed. 

And all his image takes up all my breast 

Some envious phantom points the awful bier. 
And the short rapture melts into a tear. 

Thus in the lake's clear crystal we descry 

The bright diffusion of another sky • 

Reflected nature sheds a milder green ; 
The dazzling sun with softer beams is seen : 
Just as we gaze the luckless zephyr flies. 
The surface trembles, and the picture dies. 

O bless'd with all that youth can give to please. 
The form majestic, and the mien of ease. 
Alike empower'd by nature, and by art. 
To storm the rampart, and to win the heart ; 
Correct of manners, elegant of mind, 
With spirit modest, and with truth refin'd ; 
For public life's meridian sunshine made. 
Yet known to all the virtue's of the shade ; 
In war, while all the trumps of &me inspire, 
Each passion raging, and each wish on fire $ 
At home, without or vanity or rage ; 
As soft as pity, and as cool as age. 
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These were thy virtues— these will still be just. 

Light all their beams, and blaze upon thy dust 9 

While pride in vain solemnity bequeaths 

To power her statues^ and to guilt her wreaths *. 

Or» fir'd by faction, impudently flings 

The price of nations on the urns of kings. 
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•W. While airy Belville, guiltless of a school. 

Shines out a French edition of a fool. 

Studies his learned tailor once a week. 

But curses every syllable of Greek ; 

I sit, and think o'er all that Sparta fir'd. 

That Athens boasted, and that Rome admired. 

Enraptiir'd fancy, busied with the theme. 

Forms every bright idea to a dream, ' 

Paints all the charming pageantry anew. 

And brings at once each classic to my view. 

Now fondly wild I thunder in the war. 

Shake the keen spear, and mount the* imperial car. 

With daring Regulus to Carthage run. 

Or nobly bleed, with Brutus, in a son ; 

Seize, Casca-like, on Caesar's gorgeous vest. 

And boldly plant a dagger in his breast. 
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NoWy wotdy bresQung all the Ifose's fire, 
I drop tlie ftlchzon, and I gmq> tiie lyre ; 
With Pindar's pinion aldm the bless'd abode, 
Or strive to charm Augnstus wsth an ode. 

Come then, my Lelius t come, my joy and pride ! 
Whose IHendship soothes me, whUe ihy precepts 
goide; [ajfe. 

Thou, whose quick eye has glanc'd through every 
YiewM every scene, and studied every page ; 
Teach me, like thee, with every virtue biesa'd. 
To catch each eye, and steal to every breast; 
To rise to all that in each patriot shone. 
And make each heeo's faaippineas my own. 

Say, shall I, irith a triumph in my view, [su^ 
Fame's air-dre88'4 i^dess thcough each scene pur* 
Ambitious court her in the pomp of war. 
And number ei^ery trophy by a scfir ? 
Shall I, with Solon, form the moral plan. 
And aim to mould a savage to a man ? 
Or, pleas'd to rival every Grecian sage, 
dean Plato's sense, and copy Homer's rage P 

./f. You ask me. Sir! what few would care to 
give. 
Some g^ve instructions how you ought to live ? 
You wish that envied blissful scene to find. 
That charms the taste and dignifies the mind : 
That nobly mingles every art to please. 
And joins the majesty of life to ease. 

Here then, my friend 1 the doctrine I disclose, 
As true as if display'd in pompous prose ; 
As if Locke's sacred hand the page had wrote^ 
And every doctor stamp'd it with a vote. 

All lots are equal, and all states the same, 
Alike in merit, though unlike in name. 
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In reason's eye no difference lies betwecR 
life's noon-day lustres, or her milder seene. 
'Tis not the plate that dig^nifies the board. 
Nor all the titles blazing round a lord^ 
- Tts not the splendid plume, the' emhroider'd vest, 
l^e gorgeous sword-]cnot» or the martial crest^ 
That lends to life the smile, the jest, the glee ; 
Or makes his honour happier than me. 
When Florio's acres stretch'd o'er half the land, 
A g^ded chariot roU'd him through the strand ; 
Reduc'd at last with humbler scenes to mi;E» 
He smek'd a speculative pipe at Dick's. 
The same great genius, in or out of pow'r— 
Ease smooth'd his brow, and soften'd every hour; 
Taught him to live as happy in a shed* 
As when a diichess grac'd his nuptial bed. 

Content's the port all mortals wish to ludl ; 
She points the compass, and she guides the sail .- 
To her alone our leaky vessels roll 
Through all the seas Ihat rage from pole to pole. 
What boots it then, when gathering^storms behind 
Bise black in air, and howl in every wind. 
That thy rich ship a pomp of pride display'd. 
Her masts all cedar, and her sails brocade ! 
Say, canst thou think the tempest will ^cem 
A silken cable, o^ a painted stem ; 
Hush the wild tumult that tornadoes bring. 
And kindly spare the yatch that holds a king ? 
No, no, my (Hend I if skilful pilots guide. 
And Heaven, auspicious, calms the whirling tide, . 
No winds distress you, and no storm destroys, 
Whether you sail in gondolas or hoys. 

M. What, has just Heaven no slight distinction 
Betwixt a life of sunshine and of sh^e ? [auide 



Mufti I, in silence, this wild systeih own. 
And think a cotti^e equal to a throne ? 
Sure if I did, my friends would soon bestow 
A few stout cords, and send me to Monro. 

Your tailor, skilPd in Ushion's every grace. 
Decks you in all the pageantry of lace, 
Lives in a cell, and eats from week to week 
A homely meal of cabbage and ox-cheek. 
You walk majestic in a nobler scene. 
Guiltless of every, anguish, but the spleen. 
With all the luxury of statesmen dine 
On daily feasts of ortolans and wine. 
Then tell me, sir, if this descripltion's true. 
Is not your tailor less at ease than you ? 

Hardwicke, great patriot! envied, lov'd, caress'd. 
Mark'd by each eye, and hug'd to every breast; 
Whose bright example learns us to admire 
All Cowper's graces, and all Talbot's fire- 
Firm to his trust, whatever bribes assail. 
Truth guides his sword, and justice h<dds his scale. 
Say, is not he more happy than the throng 

Of beardless templars, melting o'er a song ? 

Than him, who, buried in a country town. 

Engrosses half a folio for a crown. 
Heroic glory in the martial scene 

Spread every plume to dignify Eugene— 

On Marlbro's hehnet sat, in all her pride, 

And proudly frown'd at all the world beside. 

And sure you'd think it a most sad disgrace. 

If ensigns liv'd as easy as his grace. 

ji. Dear sir! restrain the prejudice of youth. 

And calmly listen to the voice of truth. 

When first the' Almighty sire his work began. 

And spoke the mingling atoms into man, 
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To all the nee with gnidoiis himd waanives 
One common fi>re8ty uid one equal heaven; 
They ahax'd alike thia universal hall» 
The sons of freedom, and the lords of alL 
The poets too this saered truth dxa^y^d. 
From cloud-topt Pindos to 4^e Latian shade. 
They sung, that ere Pandora, fond of strife. 
Let loose each embryo^miaery of life. 
All nature brightened in one golden age, 
Each sire a monarch, and each son a sage ; 
Eternal blessings flowed to all the race. 
Alike in riches, as alike in place. 

Suppose then, sb, that new distinctions since 
Have plac'd a slave some leagues below a prince; 
Yet ease and joy, dispassion'd reason ownsi. 
As often visit cottages as thrones. 

See ! in yon valley, while the mellowing grain 
Embrowns the slope, and nods along the plain, 
A crowd of rustics^ dooqi'd tjo daily toil. 
Disarm the forest, or enrich the soil; 
Not in that elegance of dress array'd 
That charm'd Arcadia's hills, and Tense's shades 
Where Thyisis, shelter'd in some happier grove. 
The lonely scene oi solitude and love. 
His breast all rapture, and his soul on ^te^ 
Now wove the garland^ and now swept the lyre : 
No, — 'tis plain Colin, Hobbinol, and Ned, 
Unskil'd in numbers as in books unread. 
Who scorn the winter's deadly blast tashun. 
But face the storm, and drudge through every sun; 
Then seek the cottage, where the homely bowl 
Smooths every brow, and opens every soul ; 
Speeds the same social warmthirom breast to bretot^ 
And bids them laugh at Verres and his crest. 
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When honest Colin sees the shining all 
That gilds the 'Change, and<£gniiies WhitehaU; 
Lost in l^e scenes of turbulence and strife. 
The farce of grandeur, and the pomp <^life. 
He steals impatient to his natire shade. 
And longv to grasp his waggon and his spade ; 
Heedless of every eharm, of every grace. 
That forms the goddess in Fitzwalter's face. 
That lends to Finch her majesty of mien — 
He would not change his- Susan for a queen. 

Believe me, nr ! distinction, pomp, and noise, 
Corrupt our tempers, as they cloud our joys : 
And surely, when the social spirit's broke, 
A star's a gewgaw, and a lord's a joke. 
Without those robes, those goi^eous bagatelles. 
That deck our nobles, and that charm our belles; 
Without a crane-neck'd chariot's smooth career ; 
Without the wealth of Indus in your ear ! 
Without a group of pictures dearly bought, 
Where Titian's colours vie with Guido's thought'; 
Without the fruits of Spain, the wines of France ; 
Without an opera, and without a dance ; 
You may live happy, as grave doctors tell. 
At Rome, at Tunbridge, in a grot or cell. 

Prom- sky to sky the' imperial bird of Jove 
Spreads his broad wing, and thundering grasps his 
The mighty bull, by genial zephyr sway'd, [love ; 
Enraptur'd courts his heifer to the shiide ; 
The feather'd warblers pair on every spray. 
The grove re-echoing with the sprighliy lay ; 
While the gay tribe of insects blissful share 
The joys of love, and people all the air. 
All, all that in the depths of ocean lie, 
€^raze on the plain, or skim along the sky. 
Vol.. X2CIV. £ e 
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Fondly pursue the end by nature given» 
Life all their aim, and quiet all their heaven. 

If then no songsters gfrudge the bear his thighs 
The hound his nostril, or the lynx his eye ; 
Nor feel a pang though Afric's shagigy brood 
Majestic stalk the monarchs of the wood; 
Why should you think your solitude a tomb, 
If Pulteney has a title and a plumb ? 

M. But soft—restrain this turbulence of war. 
This mimic image of the wordy baa* ; 
Lest you should seem to copy Henley's lore. 
Who gravely kills objections by the score. 

Behold that wretch, by every woe distressed. 
Want in his eye, and horror in his breast ; 
A thousand nameless agonies of pain 
Rack every nerve, and burn through every vein ; 
He lives to suffer, and but speaks to moan. 
And numbers every minute by a gfroan. 
Is he then happy ? bless'd witi every joy 
That glows on Cecil's cheek, or Dorset's eye ? 
Shall we proclaim him bless'd,' without rebuke. 
And rank a martjrr'd beggar with a duke } 

A, Believe me, sir, each mortal has his fear. 
Each soul an anguish, and each eye a tear ; 
Aches, puns, and fevers, every breast assail. 
And haunt alike the city and the vale. 

What though in pomp your painted vessels roll. 
Fraught with the gems that glare from pole to pole- 
Though health auspicious gilds your every g^race. 
Nerves the strong limb, and blushes o'er the face ; 
Though grac'd with all that dignity of wit 
That charm'd in ViUars, and now chatms in Pitt ; 
Possessed of all the eloquence that hung 
On Tully's Kp, and drops from Murray's tongue ; 
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Though all the titles, coronets^ and stars. 
That statesmen aim at, and that Malton bears. 
Enrich your 'scutcheon, dignify your crest. 
Beam on your coach, and blaze upon your breast ; 
Can they forbid the secret ill to glow. 
The pang to torture, or the tear to flow ? 

Confess we, then, that all the ills of life. 
Diseases, grief, vexations, follies, strife. 
Without distinction every soul perplex, 
Haunt every scene, and prey on ail the sex. 
Yet let us own that every pleasure too 
That glads the active, and that wings the slow. 
Alike indulgent to the rich and poor. 
Glides through the land, and knocks at every door. 

Hear then, without the specious pride of art, 
A truth that strikes the moral to the heart ; 
A truth that liv'd in Cato's patriot breast. 
And bade a dying Socrates be bless'd : 
All, all but Virtue, is a school-boy's theme. 
The air-dress'd phantom of a virgin's dream ; 
A gpilded toy, that homebred fools desire. 
That coxcombs boast of, and that mobs admire : 
Her radiant graces every bliss unfold. 
And turn whatever she touches into gold. 
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TAB 

nEGULATIOJ^ OF THE PASSIOJ^S, 

THE SOtmCE OF HrMAlT RAPPIKE88. 

A Moral EsHiy, 



Danqae ne 1* Uso per cni fur concene 
L* implei^t tl loggio Duee, e le gowrni : 
Bt a giio Senno or tqiide, or ftrdenti^ 
Le fkccia : et or le sffretd, et or le altenti. 

TASSO. 



Yss, yei, dear Stoic \ hide it as you can, • 
The sphere of pleasnare is the sphere of man : 
This warms our wishes, animates our toil. 
And forms alike a Newton, or a Hoyle ; 
Gives all the soul to all the soul regards, 
Whether she deal in planets, or in cards. 

In every humao breast there lives enshrin'd 
Some atom pregnant with the' ethereal mind ; 
Some plastic power, some intellectual ray, 
Some genial sun-beam from the source of day ; 
Something that, warm and restless to aspire. 
Works the young heart, and sets the soul on fire. 
And bids us all our inborn powers employ 
To catch the phantom of ideal joy. 
Were it not so, the soul, all dead and lost. 
Like the tall cliff beneath the' impassive frost, 
Form'd for no end, and impotent to please. 
Would lie inactive on the couch of ease : 
And, heedless of proud feme's immortal lay. 
Sleep all her dull divinity away. 
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And yet, let but a zeyphyr's breath begin 
To stir the latent excellence within — 
Wak'd in that moment's elemental strife, 
Impassion'd genius feels tlie breath of life ; 
The' expanding )ieart delights to leap and glow. 
The pulse to kindle, and the tear to flow : 
Strong and more strong the light celestial shines, 
Each thought ennobles, and each sense refines. 
Till all the soul, full opening to the flame. 
Exalts to virtue what she felt for fieime. 
Henc^, just as nature points the kindred fire. 
One plies the pencil, one awakes the lyre ; 
This, with an Halley's luxury of soul. 
Calls the wild needle back upon the pole. 
Haps half the winds, and gives the sail to fly \ 

In every ocean of the arctic aky^ 
While he whose vast capacious mind explores 
All nature's scenes, and nature's God adores, 
Skill'd in each drug the varying world provides, 
All earth embosoms, and all ocean hides ^ 
Expels, like Heberden, the young disease. 
And softens ang^sh to the smile of ease. 

The passions then all human virtue give. 
Fill up the soul, and lend her streng^ to live. 
To them we owe fair truth's unspotted page. 
The generous patriot, and the moral sage ; 
The hand that forms the geometric line. 
The eye that pierces through the^ unbowell'dmine, 
The tongue that thunders eloquence along. 
And the fine ear that melts it into song. 

And yet these passions which, on nature's plan. 
Call out the hero while they form the man, 
Warp'd from the sacred line that nature gave. 
As meanly ruin as they nobly save. 

£e2 
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The* ethereal soul that Heayen itself inspires 
With all its virtttes, and with aU its fires, 
Led by these syrens to some wild extreme. 
Sets in a vapour when it ought to beam ; 
Like a Dutch sun that in the' autumnal sky 
Looks through a fbg, and rises but to die. 
But he whose active, uneilcumber'd nund 
Leaves this low earth, and all its mists behind. 
Fond in a pure unclouded sky to glow, 
like the bright orb that rises on the Po, 
O'er half the globe with steady splendour shines, 
And ripens virtue as it ripens mines. 

Whoever thinks, must see that man was made 
To face the storm, not languish in the shade : 
Action's his sphere, and for that sphere deaign'd. 
Sternal pleasures t>pen on Ms mind. ' 
For this, fair hope leads on the' impaanon'd soul 
Through life's wild labyrinths to her distant goal; 
Paints in each dream, to fan the genial fiame. 
The pomp of riches, and the pride of fame. 
Or fondly gives reflection's cooler eye 
A glance, an image, of a future sky. 

Yet, though kind Heaven points out the* uner- 
ring road 
That leads through nature up to bliss and God ; 
Spite of that God, and aU his voice divine 
Speaks in the heart, or teaches from the shrine, 
B^n, feebly Vsan, and impotently wise, 
Disdidns the manna sent him from the sides ; 
Tasteless of all that virtue gives to please. 
For thought too active, and too mad for ease. 
From wish to wish in life's mad vortex tostg 
For ever struggling, and for ever lost'; 



Be scorns reli^on, though her serapht eall^ 
And lives in rapture^ or not lives at all. 

And now, let loose to all our hopes aifd fears^ 
As pri^ inspirits, or ambition tears. 
From every tie, from every duty freed. 
Without a balance, and without a creed> 
Dead every sense, each parti<ile divine. 
And all the man embruted in the swine ; 
These drench in luxury's ambrosial bowl 
Reason's last spark, and drain off all the sold : 
Those, for vain wealth fly on from pole to poie. 
Where winds can waft them* and where seas can 

roU: 
While others, wearied with the farce of pow*r. 
Or mad wilii riot in the midmght hour. 
With Spain's proud monarch Mo a cell retire. 
Or, Nero like, set half the globe on fire. 

Stretch'd on high-towering Dover's sandy be4 
Without a coffin, and without a head ; 
A dirty sailcloth o'er his body thrown, 
By marks of misery almost unknown. 
Without a friend to pity, or to jwve. 
Without a dirge to consecrate the grave. 

Great Suffolk lies ^he lirho for years had shone^ 

England's oxth Henry ! nearest to thy throne. 

What boots it now, that listening senates hung 

All ear, all rapture, on his angel-tongue? 

Ah ! what ilvatls 1±ie' enormous blaze between 

His diiwn of glory, and his closing scene ! 

When haughty France his heaven-bom powers 

adored. 
And Anjou's princess ^eath^d Britannia's sword ! 
Ask ye, what bold conspiracy oppress'd 
A chief so honoar'd, and A chief so bless'd f 
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Why, lust of power, that wreck'd his riaang fame 
On courts* vain shallows, and the gulf of shame : 
A Gloster's murder, and a nation's wrongs, 
Call'd loud for vengeance with ten thousand tongues; 
And hastened death, on Albion's chalky strand. 
To end the exile by a pirate's hand. 

Pleasure, my friend ! on this side foUy lies ; 
It may be vigorous, but it must be wise : 
And when our organs once that end attain. 
Each step beyond it is a step to pain. 
For ask the man whose appetites pursue 
Each loose Roxana of the public stew ; 
Who cannot eat till luxury refine 
His morbid taste, and teach him how to dine : 
Who cannot drink till Spain's rich vintage flow, 
Mix'd with the coolness of Decembers snow 
Ask him, if all those ecstasies that move 
The pulse of rapture, and the rage of love. 
When wine, wit, woman, aU their powers employ, - 
And every sense is lost in every joy» 
E'er fill'd his heart, and beam'dupon bis breast. 
Content's full sunshine, with the calm of rest ? 
No— virtue only gives fair peace to shine. 
And health, O sabred temperance ! is thine. 
Hence the poor peasant, whose laborious spade 
Kds the roug^ crag of half its heath and shade» 
Feels in the quiet of his genial nights 
A bliss more genuine than the club at White's ; 
And has, in fuU exchange for fame and wealth, 
Herculean vigour, and eternal health. 

Of blooming genius, judgment, wit possessed. 
By poets envied, and by peers caress'd; 
By royal mercy sav'd from legal doom. 
With royal favour crown'd for years to come. 
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O hftdst thou. Savage ! known thy lot to prize, 
And sacred held fab friendship's generous ties; 
Hadst thou, sincere to wisdom, virtue, truth, 
Curb'd the wild sallies of impetuous youth j 
Had but thy life been equal to thy laya^ 
In vain had envy strove to blast thy bays; 
In vain thy moUier's unrelenting pride 
Had strove to push thee helpless from her ride ; 
Fair compietence had lent her genial dow'r. 
And smiling peace adom'd thy evenng-hour; 
True pleasure would have led thee to her shrane. 
And every friend to merit had been thine. 
Bless'd with the choicest boon that Heaven can give. 
Thou then hadst learnt with dignity to Uve; 
The scorn of wealth, the threats of want to brave. 
Nor sought from prison a refuge in the grave. 

The' immortal Rembrandt 9Bl his pictures made 
Soft as their union into light and^shader 
Whene'er his colours wi»ie too bright an. ao^ 
A kindred shadow took off all the glare ; 
Whene'er that shadow, carelessly embrown'd, 
Stole on the tints^ and breath'd a gloom around^ 
The' attentive artist threw a warmer dye. 
Or call'd a glory from a pictur'd sky ; 
Till both the' opposing powers mix'd in one. 
Cool as the night, and brilliant as the sun. 
Passions, like colours, have their strengfth and ease. 
Those too innpid, and too gaudy these : 
Some on tlie heart, like Spagnoletti's, throw 
fictitious horrors, and a weight of woe ; 
Some, like Albano's, catch from every ray 
Too strong a sunshine, aad too rich a day; 
Others with Carlo's Magdalens, require 
A quicker spirit, and a touch of 6re; 
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Or want, perhaps, though of celestial race, 
Correg^o's softness, and a Guide's grace. 
Would'st thou then reach what Rembrandt's ge- 
nius knew. 
And live the model that his pencil drew. 
Form all thy life with aU his warmth di%4ne. 
Great as his plan, and faultless as his line ; 
Let all thy passions, like his colours, play. 
Strong without harshness, without glaring gay: 
Contrast them, curb them, spread them, or confine 
Ennoble these, and those forbid to shine ; 
IVith cooler shades ambition's fire allay. 
And mildly melt the pomp of pride away; 
Her rainbow robe from vanity remove. 
And soften malice with tke smile of love ; 
Bid o'er revenge the charities prevail, 
Kor let a grace be seen without a veil : 
So shalt thott live as Heaven itself desig^'d^ 
Each pulse congenial with the' informing mind. 
Each action station'd in its proper place. 
Each virtue blooming with its native grace. 
Each passion vigorous to its just degree. 
And the fair whole a perfect symmetry. 



LIFE UJ^HAPPT, 

BSCAUSE W£ USE IT IHP&OPSRLT. 

A Moral Essay. 

I own it, Belmour ! say whate'er we can. 
The lot of sorrow seems the lot of man ; 
Affliction feeds with aU her keenest rage ^ 
On youth's f^x blossoms, and the fruits of age ; 
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And wraps alike beneath her harpy wings 
The cells of peasants, and the courts of kings. 

Yet sure unjustly we ascribe to fate 
Those ills, those mischiefs, we ourselves create ; 
Vainly lament that all the joys we know 
Are more than numbered by the pangs of woe; 
And yet those joys in mean prolusion waste. 
Without reflection, and without. a taste; 
Careless of all that virtue gives to please, 
For thought too active, and too mad for ease, 
l/Ve give each appetite too loose a rein. 
Push" every pleasure to the verge of pain ; 
Impetuous follow where the passions caU, 
And live in rapture, or not Uve at all. 

Hence half the plagues that fill with pain and strife 
Each softer moment of domestic life ; 
The palsied hand, the visionary brain. 
The* infected fluid, and the^ torpid vein ; 
The ruin'd appetite, that lothing slights 
The richest oUo of the cook at White's ; 
The aching impotence of loose desire, <■ 
A nerveless body, with a soul on fire ; 
The' eternal blush that fights the cheek of shame 
For wasted riches, and unheeded fame ; 
Unhallow'd reveries, low thoughted cares, 
The wish that riots, and the pang that tears: 
Each awful tear that weeps the night away. 
Each heartfelt sigh of each reflecting day ; 
All that around the louring eye of spleen 
Throws the pale phantom, and terrific scene ; 
Or, direr still, calls irom the abyss below 
Despair's dread genius to the couch of woe. 
Where, lost to health, and hope's all-cheering ray, 
^s the dead eye-ball to the orb of day. 
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Pale riot bleeds for all his mad expense 
In each rack'd organ, or acuter sense ; 
Where sad reniorse bebolds in every shade 
The nmfder'd finend, or violated maid ; 
And, stung to madness in his inmost soul. 
Grasps the keen dagger, or empoison'd bowU 
Impiotts it were, to think the' Eternal Ifind 
Is but the scourgeand tyrant of mankind ! 
Sure he who g^ves us sunshine, dew, and show'r^ 
The vine arobronal» and thelxlooming flow^x^ 
Whose own brig^ imi^ lives on man impressed. 
Meant that that being should be wise and bleas'd^ 
And taught each instinct^in hi»' heart enshxinM 
To feel for bliss^ to search it^- and to find* 

But Where's this bliss^ yon ask^ this heaven-botft 
We all pretend to, and we all admired (fi>«y 

Breathes it in Ceylon's aromaitie isle ? 
Flows it along the waAcra of the. Nile ? 
lives it in India's animated mould. 
In rocks of crystal, or in vcias of gold ? 
Not there alone, but boundless^ aneoafin'd. 
Spreads through all life, and flows to all mankind; 
Waits on the winds that blow, the waves that n^ 
And warms alike the' equator and the pole. 
For as kind Nature through the globe inspipes 
Her parent warmths, and elemental fire% 
Forms the bright gem in earth's unfkthom'd eave% 
Bids the rich coral Mush beneath the waves. 
And with the same prohfie virtue glows 
In the rough bramble, as the damask rose ; 
So, in the union of her moral plan. 
The ray of bliss sdiines on from man to man, 
Whetiier in purples or in skins arrajr'd, 
He wields the sceptre, or he plies the #pade, 9 
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Slaves on the Ganges, triumphs on the Rhone, 
Hides in a cell, or beams upon a throne. 

In vain the man whose soul ambition fires, 
'Whom birth ennobles, and whom wealth inspires. 
Insists that happiness for courts was made, 
An4 laughs at every genius of the shade. 
As much mistakes the sage, whd fain would prove 
Fair pleasure lives but in his grot and -grove. 
Siach scene of life, or open or cbnfin'd. 
Alike congenial to its kindred mind ; 
Alike ordainM by Heaven to charm or please 
The man of spirit and the man of ease. 
Just as our taste is better or is worse. 
Becomes a blessing, or becomes a curse. 
t When lust and envy share the soul by turns, 
\ When fear unnerves her, or mad vengeance bums; 
When luxury brutes her in the wanton boVr, 
And guilt's black phantoms haunt her midnight hour; 
Not all the wealth each warmer sun provides, 
All earth embosoms, and all ocean hides ; 
Kot all the pomps that round proud greatness shine^ 
^ When supphant nations bow before her shrine, 
I Can ease the heart, or ray upon the breast 
Content's full sunshine, and the calm of rest. 
No— all the bliss that nature feels or knows. 
Of heartfelt rapture, of of cool repose, 

Howe'er improved by wisdom and by art. 
Lives in ourselves, and beams but from the heart. 
Quite independent of those alien things. 
Applauding senates, and the smiles of kings^ 

Of empty purses, or of wealthy bags, 
A robe of ermines, or a coat in rags. 
Conclude we then that Heaven's supreme deciee 

1 Oives ease and joy to monarchs and to mc : 

Vol. XXIV. P f 
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Tet such the fate of all that man obtains, 

Onr pleasures must be purchas'd by our paint. 

And cost us every hour some small expense, 

A little labour, and a little senses 

That heaven-bom bfiss, that soul-illumin'd joy. 

Which madmen squander, and which fools destroy. 

To half the nations of the globe unknown. 

Reflecting wisdom makes it all her own ; 

Coolly explores in every scene and sphere, 

What nature wants, what life inherits there ; 

What lenient arts can teach the soul to know < 

A purer rapture, and a softer woe : 

What melt her idle vanities away. 

And make to-morrow happier than to-day. 

Without this cheap, this economic art, 

This cool philosophy of head and heart, 

A peer's proud bosom rack'd by pangs and cares^ 

Feels not the splendour of the star he wears : 

With it the wretch whom want has forc'dto dwett 

In the last comer of her cheerless cell, 

Ib spite of hunger, labour, cold, disease, 

lies, laughs^ and slumbers on the couch of ease. 

A coxcomb once in Handel's parlour found 
A Gre^an lyre; and tried to make it sound; 
O'er the fine stqps his awkward fist he flings. 
And rudely presses on the' elastic strings : 
Awaken'd Discord shrieks^ and scolds, and raves^ 
Wild as the dissonance of wmds and wavefl^ 
Loud as a Wap|»ng mob at midnight baw]% 
Harsh as ten <;hariots rolling round Saint Paxil's, 
And hoarset far than aD the' ecstatic race 
Whose drunken orgies stun'd the wilds of Thrace. 

< Friend ! (quoth thettge) tiurt fine nsehine oon- 
Ezacternumbeni^ and diviner 8tniiiiS{ [tains 
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^trains such as once could build the Theban wall. 

And stop the mountain torrent in its fall : 

But yet to wake them, rouse them, and inspire^ 

Asks ^ fine fing^er, and a touch of fire, 

A feeling soul, whose all-expressive pow'rs 

Can copy, nature as she sinks or soars ; 

And, just alike to passion, time, and place. 

Refine correctness into ease and. grace/ 

He said — ^and. Eying o'er each quivering wire. 

Spread his light hand, and swept it on the lyre. 

Quick to his touch the lyre began to glow. 

The sound to kindle, and the air to flow. 

Deep as the murmiu*s of the falling floods^ 

Sweet as the warbles of the .vocal woods : 

The listening^ passions hear, and sink, and risf. 

As the rich harmony or sweUs or dies; . 

The pulse of avarice forgets to move, . 

A purer rapture fills the breast of love ; 

Devotion lifts to heaven a holier eye. 

And bleeding pity heaves a softer sigh. 

Life has its ease, amusement, joy, and fire. 

Hid in itself, as music in the lyre ; 

And, hke the lyre, with all its powers impart, 

VHien touch'd and manag'd by the hand of art. 

But half mankind, like Handel's fool destroy. 

Through rage and ignorance, the atrain of joy; 

Irregularly will their passions roll 

Through nature's finest instrumeut, the soul : 

While men of sense, with Handel's happier skiU, 

Correct the taste, and hanvM>mze the will; 

Teach their affections like his notes to flow, 

N4>t s]us'4 too high, nor ever sunk too low ; ^ 
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Till every-virtue, mea^ur'd and refin'd. 
As fits the concert of the master-mind. 
Melts in its kindred sounds and pours along* 
The' according music of tlie moral song. 



JTOBIUTY, 

A MOBAL SSSAT. 

•Ti9 sud, that ere fair virtue learned to sigh, * 
The crest to libel, and the star to lie, 
The poet glow'd with all his sacred fire. 
And bade each virtue live along the lyre; 
Led humble science to the blest abode. 
And raisM the hero till he shone a god. 

Our modem bards by some unhappy fate. 
Condemned to flatter every fool of" state. 
Have oft, regardless of their heaven bom flame. 
Enthroned proud greatness in the shrine of iame ; 
Bestow'd on vice the wreaths that virtue wove. 
And paid to Nero what was due to Jove. 

Yet hear, ye great ! whom birth and titles crown 
With alien worth, and glories not your own ; 
Hear me affirm, that all the vain ca"n show. 
All Apstis boasts of, and all kings bestow. 
All envj" wishes, all ambition hails. 
All that supports Saint James's and Versailles, 
Can never give distinction to a knave. 
Or make a lord whom vice has made a slave. 

In elder times, ere heralds yet enroH'd 
The bleeding ruby in a field of gfoW, 
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dr infant langua^ pain*d the tender esr 
With fess, bend, argent, cheveron, and saltier^ 
'Twas he alone the bay's bright verdure wore. 
Whose strength ttibdned the lion or the boar ; , 
Whose art from rocks could call the mellowing graiSf 
And give the vine to laugh along the plain; 
Or, tracing nature to her nioval plan. 
Explored tile savage till he found liie man. 
For him the rustic hind, aind village maid, 
Strip'd the gay spring of half its bloom and shade ^ 
With annua} dances ginufd the daisy-mead. 
And sung his triumphs on the oaten reed ; 
Or, fond to think him sprung from yonder sky. 
Reared the turf fane, and bade the vijctim die. 

In Turkey* sacred as the Koran's page, 
These simple manners Hve through every age : 
The humblest swain, if virtue warms the man. 
May rise the genius of the grave Divan ; 
And all but Othman's race, the only proud. 
Fall with their sires, and mingle with the crowd. 

For three campaigns Caprouli's hand display'd 
The Turkish crescent on thy walls, Belgrade \ 
Imperial Egypt own'd him for her lord. 
And Austria trembled if be touch'd the sword i < 
Yet all his glories set within his grave. 
One son a janisary, one a slave. 
Poster courts, ingenious to extend * 

llie father's glories, bid his pomps descend ; 
With strange good-nature give his worthless son 
The veiy laurels that his virtue won; 
And with the same appellatives adiNm 
A living hero, and a sot unborn. 

Hence, without blushing, (say whatever we can) 
We more regard the* escutcheon than the man ; 

Ff2 
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Yet, true to nature and her instinGts, pme • 
The hound or spaniel a« his talenc lies : 
Careless from what paternal blood he rose. 
We vatbe Bowman only for his hose.- 

Say, should you see a genevoos steed oirtfiy 
The swiftest zephyr of the' autumnal sky. 
Would you at once his^awient -wifiies kill. 
Give him the dogs, or ehain him to a mill, 
Because his humbler &thecs, grave and slow, 
Clean'd hulf the jakes of Houndsditch of Soho ? 

In spite of all tb&t in his grwodsire j9hone» 
An horse's worth is, like a king's,.bis own. 
If in the race, when lengtheniag ahouts inspire 
His bold compeers, and set their heaito on fire. 
He seems regardless of the* exulting sound. 
And scarcely drags his legs along the ground ; 
What will't avail, that, sprung from heavenly seed. 
His great forefathers swept the' Arabian mead: 
Or, dresi^'d in half an empirefs purple, bore 
The weight of Xerxes on the Caspian shore ? 

I grant, my lord ! your ancestor's outahone 
All that e'er grac'd the Ganges, or the Rluone ; - 
Bom to protect, to rouse those go<Uike fires 
That genius kindles, or fur&me inspires; 
O'er humble life to spread indulgent eaae. 
To give the veins to flow without ^iiaease ; 
From proud oppression injur'd worth to screen, 
And shake alike the senate and the scene. 

And see, to save them from the wrecks of age. 
Exulting science fills her every page; 
Fai^e grasps her trump, the epic muae attends^ 
The ]3rre re-echoes, ai^ the song ascends ; 
The sculptor's chissel with the pencil vies. 
Rocks leap, and aidmated marbles ^nse^. 
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AU art% all powers, the virtuous cluefs adorn, 
And spread theijf pomps to ages yet inborn. 

All this we own-^ut if, amidst the shine. 
The' enormous blaze that beams along the line. 
Some scoundrel peer, regardless of his sires. 
Pursues each folly, and each vice admires. 
Shall we enrol his prostituted name 
In honour's zenith, and the lists of fame P 

Exalted titles, like a beacon, rise 
To tell the wretched where protection lies : 
He then who hears unmov'd aflUction's cry. 
His birth's a phantom* and his name's a lie. 

The Egyptians thus, on Cairo's sacred plain. 
Saw half their marbles more into a fane ; 
The glorious work unnumber'd artists ply. 
Now turn the dome, now lift it to the sky ; 
But when they enter'd the sublime abode. 
They found a serpent where they hop'd a god. 

Anstis observes, that when a thousand years 
RoU through a race of prince% or of peers, 
Obli^ng virtue sheds her every beam 
From son* to son, an<i waits upon the stream. 
Yet say, ye great ! who boast another's scars. 
And think your lineage ends but in the stars. 
What is this boon of Heaven ? dependent still 
On woman's weakness, and on woman's will ; 
Dare ye affirm that no exotic blood 
Has stain'd your glories ever mnce the flood ? 
Might not some brawny slave, from Afric fled. 
Stamp his base image in the nuptial bed : 
Mi^t not, in pagan days, your mothers prove 
The Are (^Phoebus, and the strength of Jove ? 
Or, more politely to their vows untrue. 
Love, and elope, as modem ladies do ? 
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But grant that all yout gpeirtle grandames shone 
CJear^ and uaniHied, aa the iM>onrday sun ; 
Though nature form'd them of her chaatest moldy 
Say, was their bhrth iHuatrious as their gold ? 
Full many a lord, we kooWf has chose to range 
Among the wealthy beauties of the' Chaise ; 
Or sigh'd, still humbler, to the midnight gale 
For some fair peasant of the' Arcadian vale. 
Then blame us not;^ if backward to adore 
A name polluted by a slave or whore; 
Since spite of patents, and of king's decrees. 
And blooming coronets on parchment trees. 
Some alien stain may darken all the line. 
And Norfolk's blood descend as mean as mine. 

You boas^ my lord ! a race with laurels erown'd. 
By senates honour'dy and in war renown'd; 
Show then the martial soul to danger bred. 
When Poitiersthunder'd, and when Cressy bled ; 
Show us those deeds, those heaven<lirected fires. 
That ages past saw beaming on your sires ; 
That freebom pride no tyrant durst enslave. 
That godlike zeal that o^ liv'd to save, [tribe. 

Dare you, though Action bawl through all her 
Though monarohs threaten, and though statesmen 
Feel for mankind, and gallantly approve [bribe. 
All virtue teaches, and all angels love ? 
Know you the tear that flows o'er worth distress'd. 
The joy that rises when a people's bless'd? 
Then, if ypu please, immortalize your line. 
With all that's great, heroic, and divine ; 
Explore with curious eye the' hist(»ic p»ge$ 
The rolls of fame, the monuments of age ; 
Adopt each diief immortal Homer singSy 
AH Greece's heroes, and all Asia's kings ; 
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If earth's too scanty, search the blessM abode. 
And make your first prdgenitor a god : 
We grant your claim, whatever you wish taprov^ 
The son of Priam, or the son of Jove. 

Statesmen and patriots thus to ^oiy rise. 
The self-bom sun that ^Ids them never dies : 
While he, ennobled by those gewgaw thiiigs* 
The pride of patents, and the breath of kings^ 
Glares the pale mettflor of a little hour, 
Fed by court sunshine, and poetic shower ; 
Then sinks at once, un pitied and unbless'd, 
A natibn's scandal, and agnation's jest. 

Nobility had something in her blood. 
When to be great, was only to be good : 
Sublime she sat in virtue's 'Sacred fane. 
With all the sister grace& in her train. 
She still exists, ^is tme, in 6rosVenor-sqtiare> 

And leads a life, a kind of— as it were 

And see ! self-shelter'd from the world's alarms, 

The dying goddess sleeps- in Fortune's arms ; 

Fond luxury attends her soft retreats^ 

The modest Prazi warbles while she eats ; " ' 

Arabia's sweets distil at eVery pore. 

Her flatteresB soothe her, and her slaves adore ; 

Indulged by all our senates to forget 

Those worst of plagues-, a promise and a debt. 

Not but there are (amidst the titled crew. 
Unknown to all but Collins, abd the stew) 
Men who improve their heav^-descended fires, 
Rise on their blood, and beam upon their sires ; 
Men who, like diamonds from Golconda's mine, 
CaU from themselves the ray that makes them shine. 

Pleas'd let me view a CeciPs soul array'd 
With all that Plato gather'd in the shade ; 
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Reflect how nobly Radnor cvi descend 
To lose this title in the name of friend : 
At Dorset look, and bid Hibemia own 
Her viceroy form'd to sit upon a throne ; 
Admire how innocence can lend to truth 
Each grace of virtue, and the cham of youth. 
And then enraptur'd bend the suppliant knee 
To Heaven's bigh throne, O Rockingham ! foctliee. 
Let then vain fools their proud escutche^msvieW, 
Allied to half the Inca^ of Peru » 
With every vice those lineal glories staoi 
That rose in Pharamond or Cl^Larlemagne : 
But ye, dear youths ! whom chance or genius calls 
To court pale wisdom ill these hallow'd walls, 
Scorn ye to hang upon a blasted name 
Another's virtue, and another's fameV 
|n two short precepts all your business lies- 
Would you be g^at ? — Be virtuous and be wise ? 



FATHER'S EXTEMPORE. COJ^TSOJLATIQJ^ 

Oir THS nSATH OF TWO DAVOfl^EBB, 

irke Hoed wnJty Tip* Day*. 

Lkt vulgar souls endure the body's chaioy 
Till life's dull current ebbs in every veki) - 
Dream out a tedious age, ere, wide dtsplay'd. 
Death's blackest pinion wraps them in the abadc. 

These happy infants, early taught to shoA 
AU that the world admires beneath the atui, 
Scom'd the weak bands mortality could tie. 
And fled impatient to the^ native sky. 
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Dear precioaa babes !— Alas ! when, foncily wildj 
A mother's heart hung melting o'er her child. 
When my cbarm'd eye a flood of joy expTes^d^ 
And all tiie father kindled in tey breast, 
A sadden paleness seiz'd each guiltless face. 
And death, though smiling, crept o'er every grace. 

Nature! be ealin — heave not the' impassion'd 
Nor teach one tear to tremble in my eye. [ngby 
A few unspotted moments pass'd between 
Their dawn of being, and their clonng scene : 
And sure no nobler Ues^ng can be given. 
When one short angui^ is the price of Heaven. 



A TA£X. 

SoMB Antiquarians, grave and loyal. 
Incorporate by charter royal, 
Last winter, on a Thursday night, were 
Met in full senate at the Mitre. 
Tlie president, like Mr. Mayor, 
Majestic took the elbow-chair. 
And gpravely sat in due decorum. 
With a fine gilded mace before him. 
Upon the table were displayed 
A British ki^e without a blade» 
A comb of Anglo-Saxon steel, 
A patent with king Alfred's seal. 
Two rusted nmtihted prongs. 
Supposed to be Saint Dunstan's tongs. 
With which he, as the story goes, 
Once took the devil by the nose. 
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Awhile Hmj talk'd of ancient modes, . 
Of manuscripts^ and Gothic codes. 
Of Roman altars, camps, and urns. 
Of Caledonian shields, and chums : 
Whether the druid slipt or broke 
The misletoe upon the oak ? 
If Hector's spear was made of ash ? 
Or Agamemnon wore a sash P 
If Cleopatra dress'd in blue. 
And wore her tresses in a queue ? 

At length a Dean who understood 
All that had pass'd before the Flood, 
And could in half a minute show ye 
A pedigree as high as Koah, 
Ciot up, and with a solemn air, 
(First humbly bowing to the cluur) 
* If aught,' says he, ' deserves a name 
Immortal as the roll of fame. 
This venerable group of sages 
Shall floiuish in the latest ages. 
And wear an aramanthine crown 
When kings and empires are unknown. 
Perhaps e'en I, whose humbler knowledge 
Ranks me the lowest of your coUege, 
May catch from your meridian day 
At least a transitory ray : 
For I like you through every cUme, 
Have trac'd the step of hoaxy Time, 
And gather'd up his sacred spoils 
With more than half a century's toils. 
Whatever virtue, deed, or name. 
Antiquity has left to fame. 
In every age, and every zone^ 
In copper, marble, wood, or stone. 






In vases, flowerpots, lamps, and sconeea^ 
Intaglios, cameos, gems, and bronzes, 
These eyes have read through many a crust 
Of lacker, varnish, grease, and dust ; 
And now, as glory fondly draws 
My soul to win your just applause, 
I here exhibit to your view 
A medal fwrly worth Peru, 
Found, as tradition says, at Rome, 
Near the Quirinal catacomb.' 

He said, and from a purse ci satin, 
Wrap'd in a leaf of monkish Latin, 
And taught by many a clasp to join. 
Drew out a dirty copper coin. 
.3tiU as pale midnight when she throws 
On heaven and earth a deep repose. 
Lost in a trance too big to speak. 
The synod eyed the fine antique ; 
Bxamin'd every point, and part, 
With all the critic skill of art ; 
Rung it alternate on the ground. 
In hopes to know it by the sound t 
Applied the tongue's acuter sense 
Td taste its genuine excellence. 
And with an animated gust 
lick'd up the consecrated rust : 
Nor yet content with what the eye 
By its own sunbeams could descry, 
To every comer of the brass 
They clapM a microsopic glass : 
And view'd in rapttires o'er and o^er 
The ruins of the learned ore. 

Pythagoras, the learned sage. 
As you may read in Pliny's page, 

Vol. XXTV. G 9 
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With much of thought, and pains, and care. 

Found the proportions of a square ; 

Which threw him in such frantic fits 

As almost robb'd him of his wits. 

And made him, awful as his name was. 

Run naked through the streets of Samos. 

With the same spirits Doctor Romans, 

A keen civilian of the Commons, 

Fond as Pythagoras to claim 

The wreath of literary fame. 

Sprung in a frenzy from his place 

Across the table and the mace. 

And swore by Varro's shade that he 

Conceived the medal to a T. 

' It rings' says he, * so pure, and chaste. 

And has so classical a taste. 

That we may fix its native home 

Securely in imperial Rome. 

I'hat rascal. Time, whose hand purloins 

From science half her kings and coins. 

Has eat, you see, one half the tale. 

And hid tlie other in a veil : 

But if, through cankers, rus^ and fetters. 

Mis-shapen forms, and broken letters. 

The critic's eye may dare to trace 

An evanescent name and face. 

This injur'd medal will appear. 

As mid-day sunshine, btight and clea2^ 

The female figure, on a thrvme 

Of rustic work in Tibur*^ stone. 

Without a sandal, zone, or boddice, 

Is Liberty's immortal goddess ; 

Whose sacred fingers seem to hold 

A taper wand, perhaps of gold : . « 
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Which has, if I mistake not, on it 
The Pileus, or Roman bonnet : 
By this the medallist would mean 
To paint that fine domestic scene. 
When the first Brutus nobly ^ve 
His freedom to the worthy slave.* 

When a spectator 'as got the jaundice. 
Each object, or by sea or land, is 
Discolour'd by a yellow hue. 
Though naturally red or blue. 
This was the case with 'squire Thynne, 
A barrister of Lincoln's Inn, 
Who never lov'd to think or speak 
Of any thing but ancient Greek. 
In all disputes his sacred guide was 
The very venerable Suidas ; 
And though he never deign'd to look 
In Salkeld, Littleton, or Coke, 
And liv'd a stranger to the fees* 
And practice of the Common Pleas ; 
He studied with such warmth, and awe, 
The volumes of Athenian law. 
That Solon's self not better knew 
The legislative plan he drew ; 
Nor could Demosthenes withstand 
The rhetoric of his wig and band ; 
When, fuD of zeal and Aristotle, 
And fluster'd by a second bottle. 
He taught the orator to speak . 
His periods in correcter Greek. 

'Methinks,' quoth* he, « this Kttle piece 
Is certainly a child of Greece : 
The* iErugo has a tihge of blue 
Exactly of the Attic hue ; 
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And, if the taste's acoterfe^ 
May judge of medals as of Yeal, 
111 take my oath the motfld ftnd mat 
Are made of Attic dew and du^. 
Critics may talk, and rave, and foatm. 
Of Brutus, and imperial Rome ; 
But Rome, in all her pomp and bliss. 
Ne'er struck so fine a coin ^aa this. 
Beades, though Time, as Irhifl way, 
'Has eat the' inscription C[uate away. 
My eye can trace, divinely true, 
In this dark curve a little Mu : 
And here, you see, there seems to fie 
The ruins of a Doric XI. 
Perhaps, as Athens thought atnd writ 
With all the powers otstyit and wit. 
The nymph upon a couch of maHows 
Was meant to represent a Pallas ; - 
And the baton upon the ore 
Is but the otive-branctif^e bore.' 

He said— ^ttt SwintOn, foil of fire, 
Asserted that it came from Tyre : 
A most divine antique he thought it$ 
And with an empire would have bought it. 
He swore the head in ftiH profile was 
Undoubtedly the head of Belus; 
And the reverse, though hid in shade, 
Appear'd a young Sidonian m»d, 
Whose tresses, buskins, shape, and mien, 
Mark'd her for Dido lit sixteen ; 
Perhaps th« v%ry year when die was ^ 
Pirst married to the ridi BidiRus. 
The rod, as he could make it clear. 
Was nothing but a hunti^g^ear. 
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'Which all the Tyrian ladies bone* 

To guard them when tbey chas'd the boMT. 

A learned friend he could confide on. 

Who liv'd full thirty years&t Sidon, 

Once show'd him midst the seals and linys 

Of more than thirty Syriaft kings, 

A copper piece, in shape and size 

Exactly that before their eyes, 

On which, in higift pelieft was scch 

The image of a Tyrian .queen ; 

Which made him thinl?: this other dame 

A tiue Phoenician, and the same. 

The next, a critic, grave apd big. 
Hid in a most enormous wig. 
Who in his mannex^ mien, and shape was 
A genuine son of E^ulapius, 
Wonder'd that men of such diacemiag 
In all the' abstruser parts of learnings 
Could err, through want of wit or graoej, 
So strangely in so plain a ease. 

' It came,' says he, ' or I wiU be whipt, 
From Memphis in the liower Bgjrpt. 
Soon as the l^e's prolific dood 
Has fUl'd the plains with slime and mud, . 
All Egypt in a moment swarms 
With myriads of abortive worms, 
Whose appetites would soon devour 
Each cabbage, arti^dEe» and flower, 
Did not some faiids wilh active zeal 
Eat ifp whole miUiona at a meal. 
And i^eck the pest^ while yet tht jMar 
Is ripening into stalk and a^. 

VoL.XXrV. Hh 
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Thb blessing visibly divine. 

Is finely portray'd on the eoin; 

For here this line, so £unt und weak, 

Is certainly a bill or beak;- 

Which bill or beak, opon my vrovd. 

In hieroglyphics means abkd, 

llie very bird whose numerous ttihe » 

Distinguish'd by the name of Ibis. 

Besides, the figure, with the wand, 

Mark'd by a cistrum in her band. 

Appears the moment she is seen, < 

An Isis, Egypt's boasted queen. 

Sir, I'm as sure, as if my eye 

Had seen the aitist cutthe die. 

That these two- curves which wave and- float thus. 

Are but the tendrils of the lolns^ . 

Which, as Herodotus ias said, . 

The' Egyptians alw«y» eat foe br<^/ 

He spoke, and heard, vdthout a pause. 

The rising murmur of applause 4 

The voice of admiration rung 

On every ear, from every tongue : 

Astonish'd at the ludcy hit. 

They star'd, th^ deified his wit. 

But ah ! what arts by fate are tried. 
To vex and humble human |uide > 
To pull down poets from Parnassus, 
And turn g^ve doctors into asses ! 
For whilst the band their voices raise 
To celebrate the sage'» praise 
And echo through the house eenveyfd 
Their paeans loud to man and maid ; 
Tom, a pert waiter, smart and clever, 
A droit pretence who wanted never. 
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Curious to Bee what caused this Tout, 

And what the doctors were abouti - 

Slily step'd in to snuff the caiidle8» 

And ask whatever they pleased to want ehe* 

Soon as the synod he oaane near» 

Loud dissonance assail'd his ear ; 

Strange mingled sounds, in pompous style. 

Of Isis, Ibis, lotu^ Nile: 

And soon in Boman'siiand be spies 

The coin, the cause of all their aoise. 

Quick to his side he fliea amain. 

And peeps, and snuffs, and peeps again : 

And though antiques he had- no skill in. 

He knew a sixpence . from & shilling ; 

And spite of msl, or rob, ooold trace 

On humble brass Britannia's face.' 

Soon her fair image he descries, 

And big with laughter and suiprise. 

He burst — * And is this group of learning . 

So short of sense, and plain discerning. 

That a mere halfpenny can be 

To them a curiosity? ^ 

If this is your best proof of science. 

With wisdom Tom claims no alliance ; 

Content with nature^* artless knowledge. 

He scorns alike both school andcoUege.' 

More had he saidt-but lo ! around 
A storm in every &ce he found : 
On Roman's brow black thoaders hung. 
And whirlwinds rush'd from Swinton's tongue; 
Thynne lightning #ash'd from eyeiy*{K»re» 
And reason's TiMiee was heard no more. 
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The tempeft .ejcd, Tom speeds lus flight. 
And, sneemig, bidis 'em all good night ; 
ConvincM that pechmtiy's aUies 
May be tM leivned to h% wise. 

■ 

I 



^n OF VOL. XXIV. 




^ 



